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ATTENDING THE RUSSIAN MAFIA 


This billionaire’s possessive passion has me captivated. 


My dad’s best friend gets me a job working as an air 
hostess on his private plane, but when some criminals make 
derogatory comments about me, this primal alpha won’t let 
it slide. He goes feral. 


I can’t believe that he wants me, a naive younger woman, 
and he’s not put off by my inexperience. He knows how to 
take what he wants. 


“And I claim you, Sophia. Forever.” 


But what is my dad going to say when he finds out about me 
and the Bratva bad boy who just-so-happens to be his oldest 
friend? 


This possessive silver fox does not take no for an answer, 
and there’s no way I even want to turn him down, but what 
if the criminal underworld is just too tough for me? 


Can I follow my dreams and become a Michelin-star chef at 
the same time as being chased by the feral primal alpha, or 
will my dad’s disapproval ruin the passionate connection we 
share? 


*Attending The Russian Mafia is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


S ophia 


“You must never look Mr. Elgort in the eye,” Kenny Finks, 
my manager, tells me. He completes the douchebag effect 
by waving his finger in my face, giving me the crazy urge to 
snap my hand out and grab it. 


Instead, I fold my arms over my air hostess’s uniform and 
try to swallow the sharp nerves that are filling my mouth 
with way too much saliva. 


“And do not speak to him,” Kenny goes on. 


He’s a short, red-haired man with a patch of freckles 
crawling like a bunch of sneaky insects up the left side of 
his face. In his crisp blue shirt and pants, he looks boyish, as 
though he’s borrowed his dad’s uniform. 


But then, perhaps I just don’t like him because he keeps 
wagging that frickin’ finger at me. 


“Unless he speaks to you,” Kenny says. He snorts, shaking 
his head. “Not that that’s going to happen.” 


We’re standing in the small staff room of the private plane, 
two fold-up chairs drilled into one wall, a small fridge for 
refreshments humming quietly opposite it. 


I don’t bother telling Kenny that I know Stefan Elgort. Well, 
that I halfknow him, anyway. 


He and my dad have been best friends for as long as I can 
remember. I know there’s some awkwardness between the 
two men, my dad’s judgment of Stefan’s line of work rising 
like acidic vitriol into the air on more than one occasion. 


“He chose the criminal life,” my dad sneered once, while 
drunk. “I chose the civilian life.” 


“But you’re still friends,” my mom chided. “You’ve known 
each other since you were children.” 


I shake my head, dislodging the memory. 


The main thing I need to hone my attention on is the task at 
hand. Soon, the private plane will be filled with Stefan, his 
men, and some Russians from Moscow, which is our 
destination. I’ll have to go out there and serve them drinks 
and refreshments and try like crazy not to be self-conscious 
in my snug air hostess’s outfit. 


It’s difficult, though, because it clings to all my curves. More 
than once, I’ve found myself smoothing my hands over it, as 
though with a magic touch I can grow the material. 


This morning, when I was standing in my bedroom in front 
of the full-length mirror, a brief fantasy swam into my mind, 
floating around, tempting and sillier than silly can get. 


I imagined Stefan’s eyebrow arching when he saw me in 
the tight-fitting outfit, his eyes roaming like darts of lust all 
over my body. I imagined his square jaws going tight and 


him making a deep rumbling noise from within his chest, an 
animal, carnal wanting. 


But I had to push that away, bundle it into a ball and fire it 
into a different frickin’ universe. 


Just because I used to crush hard on Stefan Elgort when he 
came to visit my dad, it doesn’t mean he even remembers 
who I am. The last time he saw me, I was probably in the 
kitchen with Mom, a dorky plus-size teenager playing chef. 


Or at the end of the garden, knees drawn to my chest as I 
stared with passion at my Kindle, praying to sink into it. 


He doesn’t know that fifteen year old me would often glance 
up from my Kindle to catch a glimpse of him. 


Jeez, now that’s a man, I'd think, taking in every solid inch 
of him with my eyes. 


He was so different to the boys at my high school, the ass- 
hats with their letterman jackets and their magnetic 
attraction to stick-thin blondes. As a curvy brunette, I had 
no chance...not that I ever wanted to enter that particular 
lottery, really. They were immature, silly, just so... so high 
school. 


I wanted a man. 


But not Stefan. I can’t let myself go there...even if it’s the 
only place I want to go. 


Heck, I really know how to let my mind gallop ahead of me 
at a million miles a second. 


I’m here to make money for culinary school, I remind 
myself. Dad wasn’t happy about getting me this job, but 
when he saw the pay, he couldn’t help but be persuaded by 
my and Mom’s pleading. In a few weeks I'll be able to afford 
my first year, and then... 


I try not to let my mind gallivant even further, but it’s 
difficult when the flame of my ambitions just burns so 
blindingly bright. 


Then I can finally learn from the best, and become a chef, 
and one day - one day - be the head chef at a Michelin star 
restaurant. 


“Sophie,” Kenny barks, jolting me from the reverie with the 
force of whiplash. 


“Uh, yeah?” 


He bares his teeth in a sneer. Then, with a supercilious 
smirk on his punch-me face, he rocks back on his heels and 
folds his arms. “Why do I feel like you’re not taking this job 
seriously?” 


“Tam,” I say quickly. “I swear I am.” 
“So you agree with what I just said?” 
“Huh? About me taking the job seriously?” 


He lets his arms fall, bristling like a disturbed hedgehog. 
“No, what I said before that.” 


I delve into my memory, but I was lost in Zone-Out Town, I 
can’t remember. Kenny sure does know how to drone on 
and on and on and... yep, and on. 


“T think it’s fantastic,” I say, not wanting to give him the 
satisfaction he’ll undoubtedly enjoy when he realizes I 
wasn’t listening. 


“Oh, you do?” he beams. “That’s great. I didn’t think you 
would. So you don’t mind serving them their mid-flight 
meals while I take a break?” 


I gulp, fresh anxiety jabbing me. I was just supposed to do 
drinks for the first flight. Doing the meals means being out 


there for some time, remembering what everybody 
ordered, possibly talking to them. 


But I’m not going to let Killjoy Kenny see the tension 
humming through me. 


“Of course,” I say. “That sounds just fine.” 
Crap. 
What the heck have I gotten myself into? 


I grip the edges of the silver tray, wobbly on my feet despite 
the fact that the plane is gliding over the ocean smoothly, so 
I can’t even blame the way my body trembles on 
turbulence. Each dish is covered in a glittering silver lid, so 
shiny I can see my distorted reflection in it. 


Great. 


So I can look at my wide eyes, all skittish like a nervous 
deer’s. 


I warn myself that it’s time to calm down as I approach the 
door and knock it open with my hip. Of course, Kenny 
dropped into one of the fold-up chairs and let his head fall 
back, snoozing contentedly when he knew I’d be taking the 
reins. 


I walk down the short corridor and into the main area of the 
private plane. 


The floor is covered in plush fur rugs, rustling quietly under 
my feet. The walls are cushioned purple, and the table 
around which all of the men sit is carved of some kind of 
marble, sleek and looking out of place on an airplane. 


I keep my eyes low as I approach the table, but as I lay the 
platters down, I can’t help but glance up. 


There are around a dozen men in here, I think, but my eyes 
immediately leap to Stefan Elgort. 


He sits casually in his chair, a man in charge of the world. 


He has a billionaire’s aura as he lays his arm over the back 
of the chair, a golden watch catching the glinting sunlight 
that arches in through the window. His hair is pure steel 
and his face is clean-shaven, showing off his sharp jawline. 
His black suit hugs tightly to his solid form and his autumn- 
leaf-colored eyes are as hard and brutal as a Russian fall. 


I quickly look away, my lips dry. 


For a second there, I let my imagination do backflips again. 
I imagined that those dark eyes were roaming over me, 
liking the way the hostess’s uniform clung to me...whereas, 
truly, he probably finds it boring. He has no interest in a 
wide-eyed nineteen year old, no frickin’ way. 


A billionaire Bratva boss like Stefan Elgort probably has 
rake-thin models lined up for miles and miles to perform his 
every whim. 


I somehow manage to keep my hands steady as I hand out 
the meals, using the seating-plan arrangement Kenny 
handed to me before passing out for his nap. 


All talking has stopped, probably because they were 
discussing Russian mafia stuff. 


My heartbeat pounds like storm rain inside my skull, 
deafening me. 


I lick my lips, so dry I have to drag my tongue across them 
just to get some moisture. 


Finally, the tray is empty. I lift it from the table and turn 
away, walking back toward the hallway. 


Then one of the men clears his throat, a raspy smoker’s 
cough-cough. 


“She’s a little less broken-in than I normally like,” he says, 
voice heavy with a Russian accent. “But give me half a 
bottle of vodka and maybe I’d take her.” 


I stop walking, as shame stings my cheeks and no doubt 
turning them blood-red. 


Then I swallow the rising shame and let out a trembling 
sigh. 


Just like high school, some douche-king always has to find a 
place to insert his puerile comments. 


I just wish I didn’t feel tears trying to prick my eyes. 

I decide to just keep walking and ignore it, like I always do. 
There’s nothing I can do. 

“What did you say?” Stefan growls. 


I remember the voice from my childhood, deep and 
commanding, with the barest suggestion of a Russian 
accent. But he was American born and raised, so mostly it’s 
just a deep East-Coast tenor. 


“What?” the first man rasps. “I didn’t realize she was your 
slut, Stefan. I apologize—” 


Crack. 


I turn in shock, lifting my hands to my mouth as a gasp 
escapes my lips. 


Stefan stands over the man, the lid to one of the silver 
platters in his hand, heaving as his chest rises and falls with 
the fury. 


CHAPTER TWO 


S tefan 


It took all the control in my well-honed body not to leap at 
her like a savage when she carried the tray into the cabin. 


Sophia Carter was in braces the last time I saw her, a girl 
who was essentially invisible to me, a nerdy teenager with 
her nose pressed inches from her Kindle as her father and I 
shared a bottle of vodka in the gleaming sunshine of his 
backyard. 


Of course, Jack has placed a distance between us as time 
has gone by, thinking himself superior because he works in 
middle-management for some insurance company, as 
though withholding life insurance from desperate widows is 
any more morally superior to what I do. 


But his daughter... 


I threw my hand over the back of the chair and stared at 
her. 


Her curves are like a series of mountain ranges, each 
summit and decline a place I’d do bloody things to explore. 


Her dark hair falls majestically down to her shoulders, each 
curl a promise, begging me to run my hands through it and 
then fist it, guiding her to my enraged manhood. 


And those hips. 


All my life, I have been searching for a woman worthy of my 
empire, a queen to sit beside me and rule over my vast 
kingdoms, but at forty-two years, I was beginning to give up 
hope. 


But I immediately know, looking at the way that crisp 
uniform clings to those wide, nurturer’s hips, that I would 
slaughter entire armies to claim her. Line up a thousand 
warriors and IIl fight them, one by one or at the same 
fucking time, to prove to her that she’s mine, and mine 
alone. 


As she leaned over to slide our plates onto the table, my 
gaze was a prisoner to her ample cleavage, breasts perfect 
for sucking, fucking, and for giving life to the children we’re 
going to have together. Her sexiness is evident in every 
gradation of her body, but so is her beauty, her maternal 
instinct. 


She’s the combination I’ve needed for so long, but I was 
starting to believe she didn’t exist. 


My best friend’s daughter is the sex-fueled angel I have 
been waiting to drift to earth. 


So when Egor made a comment about her, suggesting that 
she was anything other than abstract beauty bridled and 
made flesh, my insides turned into a riot of scorching 
wildfire and protective hate. 


Nobody - fucking nobody - talks about the future mother of 
my children like that. 


Before I knew it, I’d grabbed the platter lid and leaped at 
him, bringing it around in a wide arc to his jaw. 


I smashed his face as hard as I could, feeling the answering 
jolt move up my arm. 


Now, I stand over him, chest heaving. 


Out of the corner of my eye, I see my princess watching me, 
her hands covering her mouth, her elbows resting on her 
body in such a way that her breasts are pushing together. 


I feel like a warrior, my blood surging throughout my body, 
flooding my manhood, so that all I want to do is finish this 
business and then drag Sophia into a private room where I 
can ravage every fertile inch of her. 


Egor glares up at me, rubbing his hand over his jaw as his 
eyes weave side to side. He’s a big man, even slightly taller 
than me, his body bloated with the weight of all the steroids 
everybody in the Bratva knows that he and his Moscow men 
use. 


Pathetic. 


Around me, the Moscow men rise from their chairs, all 
seven of them with their medically-enhanced bodies 
pressing against their suits. 


Behind me, my second-in-command, Nik, stands slowly to 
his feet. I don’t have to turn around to know that the 
younger man has a frown on his bearded face. Nik was the 
one who suggested that we bring more of our men for the 
flight, but I told him it wouldn’t be necessary. 


I can take care of myself. 


“Are you just going to stand there?” I roar at the men, 
turning to them with my fists clenched. “ Your employer just 


made a very fucking grave mistake. Do you truly think I’m 
going to let him insult Sophia? Well?” 


I leap back in a boxer’s stance when four of his men jump at 
me, their fists flying, intent on serious violence. I duck to 
the side and grab one man’s arm, smashing my fist into his 
elbow. There’s a loud snap noise as his entire arm folds in 
upon itself, and his screams rise like a wailing siren into the 
air. 


Another man pulls a knife, the coward, and starts lashing at 
the air. The blade makes whistling noises as it passes close 
to my face, hiss-hiss. I slide out of the way, my body 
responsive and alive to the danger. 


I grab his wrist and wrench him toward me. It’d be the 
easiest thing in the world to drive the knife into his throat, 
but I’m not a dishonorable cur like this piece of shit. 


These meetings are supposed to be places without murder. 
Fist fights are condoned, because men can’t be expected to 
withhold their more primal natures all the damn time. 


I snap his wrist by wrenching my hand upward, causing the 
knife to clatter to the floor. 


“Ah!” the man whines, falling backward. 
I wheel on the men, smashing my fist into my chest. 
“Anybody else?” I roar. “Well?” 


The men all back away, shaking their heads, exchanging 
glances as though they’ve just woken up to find themselves 
in a cage with an adrenaline-fueled bear. Some of these 
men are twenty five or younger, the supposed age of vitality, 
their prime, and yet I know that if they leapt at me now I’d 
take them apart piece by sniveling piece. 


“T didn’t think so,” I snarl. I nod to the door at the back of 
the airplane that leads to the small hallway, which in turn 
leads to the toilets. “Egor, you and your men are going to 
wait in there for the rest of the journey.” 


Egor stumbles to his feet, rubbing at his jaws, stumbling 
from side to side despite the steady path our flight is taking. 
“What?” He scowls. “Why? I don’t understand.” 


“Do you want me to make you understand?” I murmur, 
walking over to him despite the fact that his cronies have 
gathered around me. It’s all of them versus one - or two if 
Nik joins in - but they all slowly back away, wary unless I 
unleash another flurry of primordial violence. “You 
overstepped your mark, talking about Sophia. So get. The 
fuck. Back there. Now.” 


I turn and watch as the men move to the other end of the 
plane, their fear evident in their skittish glances, in the way 
one man looks over his shoulder at me, as though I’m going 
to charge at them again. 


When the door closes with a quiet click, I grab the table, 
which is carved of solid marble. I bend my knees and lift. 
Letting out a quiet, growling breath - the thing weighs 
more than five hundred pounds, easy - I carry it to the door 
and let it drop, barricading it. 


When I turn back to the room, I see that my queen has 
retreated to the hostess staff section. Nik gaps at me, his 
expression twisted in shock. He runs a hand over his bald 
scalp and then strokes his light blonde beard, as though lost 
in thought. 


“What?” I snap. 


“Sorry, boss,” he says, letting his hand fall. “I’m just 
surprised. I didn’t know you knew this Sophia girl.” 


“Pm friends with her father,” I say. “But that isn’t the point. 
The point is, Nik, that she’s mine. From the second she 
walked in here, I knew it. She’s going to be the mother of 
my children. She’s going to be the queen of my empire. And 
when a man decides what belongs to him, he takes it...and 
he never, ever, lets another man insult what he has.” 


I walk over to my second-in-command, looking down at him. 
I make my voice a little less harsh. Nik is a good man, a 
great operator in the Bratva. And he’s the closest thing in 
this cut-throat world I can call a friend, except for Jack, 
Sophia’s father. 


“I know what you’re going to say,” I mutter. “This is bad for 
business. This will cause problems. Maybe it will, in the 
short-term. But let me tell you something. Having a woman 
as special and perfect as Sophia as my queen will make me 
ten times the Bratva boss I ever was before. In the long- 
run, this is the best decision I could ever have fucking 
made.” 


Nik blinks, nodding slowly. “It’s not that bad for business, 
anyway,” he mutters. “Egor has always been a problem. 
He’s needed to be put in his place for a while.” 


I grin, slapping him on the shoulder. “You’re right there, 
Nik,” I tell him. “But excuse me for a second.” 


“Where are you going?” 


“Where do you think?” I growl, turning for the front of the 
plane. “I need to see Sophia.” 


CHAPTER TAREE 


S ophia 


“What the hell did you do?” Kenny snaps, glancing at the 
door to the lounge section of the plane like it might just 
bust open and Stefan will come running through. He rubs 
his eyes, smearing away sticky sleep, and then aims his 
forefinger at me. “Did you drop the food or something? Did 
you look at Mr. Elgort?” 


“T didn’t do anything,” I snap, as my mind drifts back to the 
scene. 


I didn’t... did I? 


I just handed out their food, doing my best to keep my eyes 
fixated downward. But then the man with the smoker’s rasp 
made that pathetic comment, and Stefan just went... 


Feral. 


The word rises in my mind, causing a shiver to run through 
me. 


For a moment, I wonder if it’s possible he did that because 
he didn’t like what the man was saying about me. But that’s 


ridiculous. He wouldn’t care enough about his friend’s 
daughter to ruin a business meeting like that. I don’t know 
a lot about the inner workings of the Bratva, but I do know 
that they’re all about making money. 


Smashing a business associate over the head with a chunk 
of silver is not a money maker. Fine, he told the man that 
insulting me was a mistake, but it could have been an 
excuse, nothing more, a reason to justify the attack. 


But when I took him in with my gaze, it was oh-so-easy to 
imagine him standing over a brood of children with that 
same protective posture. 


Reality blinked and a vignette attacked me, touching my 
soul, teasing my womb. 


I saw him standing at the mouth of a cave at night, his 
strong carved-of-rock body a silhouette, stars blinking on 
either side of his shadowed figure. Far away, a wolf howled, 
but it didn’t matter. My children were safe in my arms and 
my man, my protector, my billionaire Bratva boss badass, 
would never let anything happen to us. 


But there must be some other explanation. 


I can’t allow silliness to sashay into my mind and dance 
around, taunting me. There’s no way that a man like Stefan, 
who has the whole world whimpering at the end of his 
fingertips, would even glance twice at me, all sweaty and 
anxious in my tight-fitting air hostess’s outfit. 


Fricking hell, I’m pretty sure I had braces the last time I 
saw him. He probably just sees me as a dorky little girl. 


If Dad knew I was having fantasies about him, his anger 
would cause him to rant and rave and rage loudly, yelling 
about how Stefan is a criminal and blah-blah-blah, a bunch 


of nonsense I’d have no interest in hearing. Because I’m an 
adult and I can make my own choices. 


Not that there’s a choice to be made. 
“Are you just going to stand there and stare?” Kenny snaps. 


“Kenny,” I hiss, glaring at him. “I’m getting really tired of 
the tone you’re using with me. I don’t know what happened 
out there, okay? I just served them their food and then one 
of them said something, and it all went haywire.” 


“Wow,” he sneers. “Specific.” 
I flip him the bird. “How’s that for specific asshole?” 


His mouth falls open and suddenly a glint of uncertainty 
passes across his eyes, as though he’s never been put in his 
place before. 


“Real mature,” he grumbles with a sigh. 


I let out a sigh of my own when I see his disheartened 
expression, causing his features all to aim downward like 
melting candle wax. I guess all that bluster was fake, paper 
maché bravado when he thought I was just a scared say- 
nothing girl. 


“Listen, Kenny,” I say. “If I knew what the heck happened 
out there, I’d tell you.” 


“Well, who started the fight?” 


“Why does it matter?” I counter. “We’re just the air 
hostess...and host. There’s no reason to get involved, 
right?” 


He tilts his head at me, as though seeing me for the first 
time. I can almost read his thoughts. Wow, that’s actually 
pretty smart. But I can’t tell her that. That would ruin my 
chance to win Douche-Nozzle of the Year Award. 


“Okay,” he says, running a hand through his red mop. “Let’s 
just wait in here. They never come in here. We didn’t see 
anything. We didn’t hear anything. That’s our story. Sound 
good to you—” 


Suddenly, the door flies open. 


Kenny leaps back and I stare, tingles cascading down my 
body at the sight of him. Inside, something goes tight and 
hot and steamy, as though my womb is gathering all the 
energy from my body and saving it for him. 


Calm down, will you? a voice chides in my mind. This is the 
part where he tells you you had nothing to do with what 
just happened. You were an excuse to get back at a 
business associate, a pawn. 


Stefan glances at Kenny, his clean-shaven jaw a definitive 
stern line. “Leave us,” he says. 


“Yes, sir,” Kenny mumbles, no longer the big bad wolf now 
there’s a real predator in the room. 


Kenny squeezes by him, having to squeeze himself right up 
against the wall to get around Stefan’s huge form. Sitting 
down, he looked big, but standing up so that I have to crane 
my neck to look up at him, all six foot six of him is 
astounding. 


“I’m sorry you had to see that,” he growls, closing the door 
behind him. His cologne, musky and manly, drifts into the 
air and makes a scented noose that coils all around me. I 
want it to. I feel the scent infusing me. 


“But...” 
I trail off, clamping my mouth down. 


Don’t look at him. Don’t talk to him. 


I’m guessing that means don’t question him, too, which is 
exactly what I was about to do. 


“But what?” he says, stalking closer to me. 


I take a step back, feeling the hard edge of the fold-up chair 
grinding through the fabric of my skirt into my ass. I bite 
down as buzzing sensations flutter over my skin. I wish it 
was his hand pressing firmly against me instead, grabbing, 
massaging. 


“Nothing,” I manage to whisper. 


“No,” he says. “You were going to say something. Say it. You 
don’t have to be scared of me, Sophia.” 


I swallow what feels like a solid ball of anxiety. Beneath my 
feet, the plane vibrates lightly. It’s been doing that the 
whole time, but now that Stefan is so close, I really feel it, 
right to my core. It makes me wonder how he’d feel pressed 
achingly close to me, vibrating with the force of the plane. 


“You’re sorry I saw it,” I whisper. “But not sorry it 
happened?” 


“No,” he snaps. “Not even a tiny bit. Some things need to 
be punished.” 


“What did he do?” I whisper. 


I flinch when he softly touches my chin, but not because I 
don’t want it. It’s just so unexpected. His finger sends 
tendrils of heat all over my face, infusing my cheeks with a 
burgundy sheen. I can feel myself blushing through my 
makeup as he guides my gaze to his. 


“You know what he did,” he growls. “He made a comment 
about you, Sophia. And nobody is allowed to make those 
sorts of childish comments about you.” 


I laugh awkwardly, knowing that this could be a trick, ora 
misunderstanding, or any number of things other than what 
I desperately want it to be. 


“It’s not the first time,” I whisper. 


He leans in close, his breath tickling my face when he 
speaks. “But it will be the last. Because you’re mine now, 
Sophia. The second you walked in with that fucking outfit 
on and I saw you, I knew. You’re beautiful and sexy, a rare 
combination, and the way you strutted in, I just knew you 
were going to be the mother of my children. 


“Do you understand, Sophia? I’m claiming you. You’re mine 
now, forever. And nobody is ever doing to insult my queen.” 


I feel the lower half of my face fall open comically, like a 
stunned cartoon character. I try to speak but nothing but a 
babbling nonsense comes out. 


“Are you serious?” I finally say. 


“Deadly,” he whispers, stroking my hair from my forehead 
and around my ear. I can barely move, I feel pinned to the 
spot by the tingling that moves over the side of my head, 
Spawning at the end of his fingers. It makes me wonder 
what it’d be like if he softly stroked other places. “ You'll stay 
with me in Moscow while I handle my business, not the 
hotel as was originally planned. I don’t want to leave you 
alone.” 


He moves his hand so that he’s cradling my face. Endless 
waves of white hot sensations spread from his palm, 
attacking me, and, jeez, I want to be attacked. 


Over and over and over. 


I really am in Crazy-Ville now. 


I bite my lip, wondering if any moment now my vision is 
going to shimmer and I’ll wake up on the floor staring up at 
Kenny, realizing I passed out from nerves and this whole 
thing is just a crazy topsy-turvy dream. 


“Are you sure?” I whisper. “I don’t mind staying at the 
hotel.” 


He lets his hand drop and steps back, frowning at me. The 
idea that I’ve done something wrong by asking the question 
stabs at me. 


But then a smirk spreads across his cocky-as-sin lips. 


“You’re staying with me,” he growls. “And that’s the end of 
it.” 


He turns, giving me a view of his broad back with his suit 
stretched tautly across it as though the fabric might tear to 
pieces under the pressure of his immense power. Then he 
strides from the room. 


I sneak to the door as it closes behind him and put my ear 
against it. 


I know what’s going to happen now. 


He’ll tell the man he brought with him - his name is Nikolaj, 
I remember - that he just played a trick on me. 


“You won’t believe what I told her,” he’ll say. “And she 
believed me. Stupid girl.” 


But he doesn’t say that. Instead, I hear his footsteps move 
across the cabin, and then his deep voice growls, “Drive 
Sophia to the estate once we land, Nik. I’m not giving Egor 
the chance to use her as a pawn for retaliation. She’s too 
important for that.” 


I step away from the door, my heartbeat so insistent I’m 
sure I can feel it at the back of my throat, and then walk to 
the fold-up chair and drop down into it. 


A pawn for retaliation. 


That’s proof that the Bratva life is a dangerous one, that I 
should be frickin’ terrified by what Stefan just told me. 


But when I felt his hands on me, when I heard his gruff 
voice telling me I was going to bear his children, I felt a 
deep twinging inside of me, as though all my life I’ve been 
waiting for a man, a real man, not a silly little boy like the 
dickheads in high school. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


S tefan 


After having Nik drive my queen back to the estate, and 
after warning that snake Egor that if there are any pathetic 
attempts at retaliation there’ll be hell to pay, I climb into my 
sleek Bugatti and surge from the airport, the engine 
growling loudly and infusing my body with a deep vibration 
as I glide through Moscow. 


The sun is setting slowly, winking off the domed roofs of the 
colorful buildings, the city alive all around me. But my mind 
plummets back to Sophia over and over like an asteroid, 
and the contact is just as blisteringly hot. 


I had to let go of her in the small staff area, because the 
close contact sent deep urges through me. I felt like a lion 
in a cage, seething, waiting, every muscle and instinct in me 
aimed toward my eventual release ... and my prize. 


And there she was, a vivid flaming blush streaking across 
her cheeks and down her neck, inching into her sublime 
cleavage. Did she have any idea how badly I wanted to tear 


at that her uniform, hear the buttons pop and expose her 
round sex treats? 


If we had been alone - if there was no chance of anybody 
else hearing my empress’s vivid moans - I would have 
ravaged her right there. 


But I had to be strong. 


If Nik had walked in by mistake, even though the man is my 
friend, I would have crushed his throat in my vise grip for 
even daring to be near my woman when she let out her 
musical moans. 


So I had to let go and step back, my lust like a scorching 
invective deep within my chest, as though all my ancestors 
were howling through the long span of time, hundreds and 
hundreds and hundreds of wild men roaring at me to take 
this woman, to put my seed deep in her belly and make 
predecessors for them to be proud of. 


I feel like the gods, if there are any fucking gods, are 
guiding me towards her. I imagine one of the war gods, 
Mars or perhaps Odin, gripping me by the shoulders and 
staring straight into my eyes. 


As the Bugatti snarls louder and I clench my teeth in a 
rictus growl, I hear them. 


“You have to take this woman,” they tell me. “You have to 
treat her like the queen she is. But you have to unleash 
yourself on her, ravage every inch of her curvy body until 
it’s red with kisses and bites and she’s begging for more...” 


I shake my head, laughing ruefully, the notion that perhaps 
I’m not like other men entering my mind. 


Savage gods? 


Invisible invectives? 


Perhaps this primal passion inside of me will frighten her. 
But somehow, I know that it won’t. 


Looking at Sophia, I know she’s not like other women. 


She’s got a fury of her own in her heart, the same fury as a 
lioness rearing up in front of her pride of cubs, baring her 
teeth in a maternal hiss. 


We’re the same. 
We’re the fucking same. 


And she will be mine for the rest of our lives. 


The ornate gold-tipped metal gate to the estate slides open 
when I press my thumb against the pad, which looks out of 
place set within the clean red bricks. I rarely come here, 
but all of my estates have top-of-the-range security, and I’ve 
never been happier for it. 


Nobody who doesn’t have prior authorization can enter, 
there are cameras dotted all around on the turret-like wall 
partitions, and the fence is ten feet high, surrounding the 
entire estate. 


I guide the Bugatti down the wide cobblestone passage 
toward the twelve-car garage, leaning out and brushing my 
thumb along another pad. The doors swing open and I 
swing the car deftly inside, I step out and roll my shoulders 
back, feeling my suit cling hotly to my body. 


Thinking of Sophia has coated my body in a thin layer of 
sweat, as though my subconscious is getting me ready for 
what’s going to happen between us. 


I know that Sophia got home safe because Nik called me 
the moment she was settled into her room, but, even so, I 
walk around the rear of the mansion past the library with 
the ceiling-high bookshelf, and to the security room. 


With a curt nod, the security agent stationed there takes 
the hint and goes for a cigarette break. 


I lock the door behind him, almost wrenching it from the 
door, my hands are trembling. 


I sit down and look over the monitors, sleek inch-thin 
displays with full color and the highest resolution money 
can buy. If she’s in her bedroom, I won’t be able to see her, 
as I don’t have security cameras in there. 


But if she’s in the house... 


I bite down hard on my finger when my gaze catches sight 
of her, pausing on the monitor that shows the kitchen. 


She’s chopping peppers on the wooden chopping board, my 
typical Sophia, already sliding comfortably into the 
familiarity I had wished she would the moment I told her 
she could stay here. 


And, oh God... 


She’s changed into a baggy T-shirt and pajama shorts. I 
stare, captivated, as she chops peppers with admirable skill, 
slicing them up and down, up and down...each movement 
causing her mind-numbing breasts to jiggle temptingly. 


My manhood floods with blood and pushes painfully against 
my pants, the head pushing right up into the zipper, the 
zipper making a light whining sound as it struggles to 
contain my irrepressible lust. 


I lean forward, gripping the edge of the desk so my 
knuckles turn the color of bone with tension. 


She turns away, toward something on the opposite counter, 
and then leans forward to put something in the oven. 


My eyes shoot open widely and my balls buzz and tingle. I 
can feel a million sperm inside my balls, all of them roaring 
at me to get out, to plunge my rock hard cock and into her 
waiting, fertile womanhood. 


I can hear them shouting in my mind, begging me to charge 
in there and bend her over, to fist her gorgeous hair and 
slide my life-giving spear into her fleshy folds and pump, 
and keep pumping until I’ve emptied every single drop of 
my precious seed inside of her. 


She turns back, biting her bottom lip, softly stroking her 
chin. 


A spark of talent and capability fires in her eyes as she 
strolls over to the fridge, and I can tell that creative 
inspiration has struck her. Her intelligence beams from her 
every movement, as though the goddess inside of her is 
howling at me, telling me that she’s not just a curvy 
paradise of plus-size yearning, but a strong, confident 
person, too. 


The perfect mother. 
The perfect mate. 


“And mine,” I growl. “Fucking mine. Nobody else’s. Not 
ever. Mine.” 


I stand up, putting my hands behind my back and squeeze 
them together. 


If I stay sitting here, watching her, I know that the urge to 
pull out my precome slick cock from my pants will be too 
strong. 


The primal need inside of me will make me stare at the 
roundness of her thighs, imagining biting, kissing, palming, 
pleasing, and then my seed will shoot like lava from my 
length... 


Wasted. 
It belongs inside of her. 
I turn for the door. 


It’s time I went to see my queen. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


S ophia 


I lean down toward the oven and click on the viewing lights, 
feeling a thrill of pleasure move through me when I see how 
sleek and sparkling-clean the inside is. 


The chicken is browning nicely in the special spicy sauce I 
made for it, unable to resist the urge to sneak into this 
kitchen when I saw the triple-wide oven, the silver extractor 
fan, the refrigerator as big as a vending machine and a 
twenty-set knife block, the kitchen island and... 


Perfect, it’s perfection. 


And it’s the least I can do for Stefan, after he’s been so 
courteous in letting me stay here. 


I turn back to the peppers. I’m going to oil and brush these 
in a very light barbecue sauce, made of mixed seasoning, to 
just add a little pizazz to the dish. 


I almost jump when I see him standing in the doorway, my 
heart thundering in surprise. It’s lucky that the doorways in 


his mansion are so large, because all six foot six of him fills 
it like a bear at a cave's mouth, standing on its hind legs. 


“Pm ... sorry,” I mutter, when I see the untamed look his 
expression holds. “I guess I just assumed it would be okay 
to use the kitchen, and ... I didn’t mean to overstep the 
mark, but...” 


He steps into the room, and I see that his lips are arched 
into a smirk, a glinting humor in his intense eyes. “ You’re so 
cute when you apologize, Sophia,” he growls. 


“Wow, jerk.” I giggle, skipping over to him and slapping his 
chest. 


My palm brushes down the boulder-hard surface of his 
pectoral muscles, the sultriness of his skin burning through 
the fabric of his suit. Every inch of his sinful form is 
pressing outward against his clothes, a Big Bang waiting to 
explode. 


Please, don’t let this be a trick. 


“Sorry,” I giggle, shaking my head. “I didn’t mean to hit 
you.” 


He moves forward like a force of nature and lifts his hand, 
trailing his fingers down my neck so that zigzagging bolts of 
lightning sensation course down my spine, tingling. 


“You never have to apologize to me,” he says sternly. “And 
definitely not for this. It smells wonderful. You’re clearly an 
amazing chef.” 


I roll my eyes, trying to laugh it off, even though the 
compliment imbues me with a twirling force of pride. “I’m 
trying to be,” I murmur. “I’m actually hoping to go to 
culinary school and one day, well, it’s silly...” 


“What?” he demands, grabbing my shoulders and tugging 
me toward him. 


He wraps his firm arms around my body, squeezing me 
close. I can hear his heartbeat against my ear as I press up 
against him, my whole body tingling and aching, my sex 
tightening as my womb sends unstoppable signals to my 
wet entrance. 


“Tell me,” he commands, looking down as he brushes hair 
from my forehead. 


“T want to be the head chef at a Michelin star restaurant 
one day,” I say. “But I’ve got a long way to go.” 


“If that tastes anything like it smells,” he growls, “then I 
know you’re going to do it.” 


I make a noise I can’t really define, somewhere between a 
laugh and a sigh and a shimmering breath of longing. I 
know there’s a giant roadblock about to come hammering 
down, though, one he doesn’t know about. 


When I tell him, his hold on me will relax, and then 
disappear entirely. He’ll rock back on his heels and tilt his 
head at me, not the devilish possessed predator like he is 
now, ravishing every inch of me with his possessive eyes, 
but like a scientist examining some ugly specimen on a cold 
metal table. 


“This house is amazing,” I mutter, not knowing what else to 
Say. 


My panties are dripping, my juices flowing out of me with 
the force of a tsunami, my womb so eager to drink in every 
drop of his seed that I can barely control myself. 


But I manage to rein myself back, because there’s no way in 
fricking hell I’m going to shoot first with Stefan. 


The idea causes me to seize up, my throat constricting and 
my body going tense. I imagine leaning in, way too forward, 
and then Stefan sliding away from me with a laugh 
escaping his lips. 


“You like it?” he whispers, his lips brushing across my 
forehead, rough and right. “Let me show you one of its 
more impressive features.” 


tt Huh? n 


Suddenly, Stefan turns to the ceiling. Smirking like Lucifer 
sent to earth, he barks out a voice command. 


“Blast doors. Lowlight.” 


I gasp and a giggling sound escapes me when, suddenly, all 
the doors and windows slide shut, thick steel covering the 
doorway and the glass in the windows. The light dims so 
that it’s like we’re in our own personal haven. 


“And I disabled the cameras the moment I stepped in here,” 
he growls, voice low. “Because if anybody else sees you in 
those shorts, I won’t be held responsible for what I do.” 


“Wow, that’s crazy,” I say. “Is every room like this?” 


“Yes,” he growls. “I only have the best. Which is why I’ve 
waited all my life for you, Sophia.” 


I open my mouth in shock, but then Stefan leans down and 
crashes his lips against mine. 


Pleasure takes hold of the nerves in my lips, tingling 
starting from the corner of my mouth and down the surface 
of my lips as he grinds against me. Our mouths open and 
our tongues clash, our teeth butting in our animal desire, 
our carnal need. 


He pushes me back against the fridge, the coldness of the 
metal only serving to highlight how blisteringly star-boiling 
hot his body is, heat sweltering through the fabric of his 
suit. 


I moan through the kiss, the euphoria whisking me away. 
Stefan makes a groaning noise, the same growling 
contentment of a wolf who has finally caught its quarry, and 
is now feasting. 


Oh, frickin’ hell, it feels like heaven to be feasted on by the 
Bratva boss. 


But he needs to know, because it will change everything. 
“W-wait,” I stutter, leaning back. 
“What is it?” he barks. 


I stare at him, wishing I could capture this moment in my 
mind forever, photograph the way his lips glisten with the 
wetness of our kiss, the way his eyes narrow as though I’m 
the only thing in the entire universe that exists. 


Because, soon, it’s going to be over. 
“Tm a virgin, Stefan,” I whimper. 


His hands drop away from me and he takes two stumbling 
steps back, his mouth falling open, looking at me like I'ma 
new kind of creature. 


I feel everything crashing down on me, as if the moon and 
the sun and all the frickin’ planets and stars are hurtling 
toward Moscow, toward me, and breaking me into a million 
tiny pieces. 


I just knew it would ruin everything. 


“Say it again,” he growls. “Now.” 


“Pm ... I’m a virgin?” I mutter, making it a question, 
confusion touching me as his lips light up into a carnal 
smirk. 


“And you think that makes me angry?” he whispers. “No, 
Sophia, that just makes it all the more important. Don’t you 
understand? You’re mine. Everything is mine. When I break 
open your sweet virginity and taste your luscious red juices, 
it will seal you to me forever. Forever.” 


“Oh, God,” I whisper, a thrill moving through me, touching 
my clit and squeezing it into a tight ball of repressed desire. 
“Jeez, I want that, Stefan.” 


“But not here,” he snarls. “I want it to be special for you. 
And I can tell you’re not ready, not quite yet.” 


“Woah.” I blink in shock. “ You can tell that just by looking at 
me?” 


He stalks forward, touching my shoulder, the searing 
contact flaming brightly all over me, doubled because I 
never thought I would get to feel him again. 


“You’re my queen,” he growls. “I can read you. Of course I 
can. And I know something else, Sophia. You want a 
preview.” 


“Preview—ah.” 


I giggle like crazy when he lifts me up, his strong hands 
hooked under my arms. I’ve never been handled like this 
before, as though I’m weightless. I always thought that was 
a gift only other women got to experience. 


But Stefan lifts me like I’m a bag of sugar and carries me 
over to the kitchen island, to the far end, away from the 
chopping board and the peppers. 


The island is so spacious, he has room to lie me down. 


“Stay like that,” he whispers, voice trembling. “Lie back and 
just let me taste your perfect pussy.” 


Goosebumps prick my skin as he grabs my shorts and tugs 
them down my thighs. I stare down between my legs, self- 
consciousness trying to invade this sweltering moment. 


But when he grabs my panties and peels them down, inch 
by inch, and I see the way his eyes lock onto my pussy, I 
can’t feel anything other than burning lust. 


My pussy goes tight and my hole flutters, as though winking 
at him, tempting him. 


He balls up my panties and brings them to his face. His eyes 
locked on mine, as he moves them around his face, gripping 
the kitchen island so hard I can feel it shaking beneath me. 


Then he takes my panties from his lips and drops them to 
the floor, his whole body shaking like an earthquake. 


“If you taste that good in your underwear,” he growls, “I 
wonder how fucking perfect the real thing will taste.” 


He leans over the kitchen island and brings his mouth to my 
pussy, gripping my thighs so that his powerful fingers 
compress my flesh. 


“Jesus,” he whispers, his hot breath whispering over the 
landscape of my sex. “You smell like a fucking meal. And I 
can’t wait to eat you up. Every last inch.” 


“Are you sure that’s not the spicy chicken?” I giggle. 
“Fuck yes, I’m sure,” he growls. “This is hotter.” 


He presses his tongue against my wanting clit and circles it 
quickly, sending swirls of whipping flames around my sex, a 
maelstrom of sensation that spirals right to my core. 


He attacks my clit with his flickering tongue, grabbing onto 
me harder and pulling me closer to him, consuming my 
whole pussy with his mouth. 


He opens his mouth wide, groaning loudly, his upper lip 
clamped on my pubis and his lower lip on my hole, his 
tongue going everywhere now, up and down my lips, across 
my clit. 


I close my eyes and throw my head back, a scream escaping 
my lips as the orgasm sends a zillion fireworks throughout 
my body. 


They explode, sending sizzling tendrils through every inch 
of me, scorching, burning, aching. 


I clamp my thighs around his head, the euphoria making me 
twitch and writhe and cry out in lust. 


I open my eyes just as my orgasm ends, winding down to a 
shimmering finish. 


Stefan looks up at me with his lips wet with my release, my 
juices smeared across his square, strong jaw. 


“That was just a preview?” I gasp, hardly able to speak, my 
voice coming out all squeaky. “Stefan, you have to let me... 
uh, do something for you. Not that I’ve got much - well, any 
- experience. But I can try. For you.” 


He stands up and I see how hard he is, his member 
concealed in his pants, but only barely, the outline of his 
bulge as clear as if it was sketched in flame. 


“No,” he says. “I love that you thought of me, Sophia. But 
I’m not wasting a single drop of my seed until it can surge 
straight to your womb, where it belongs.” 


“Jeez,” I whisper, sitting up. “I want that, too.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


S tefan 


I walk over the charred ruins of the bar, glass and 
charcoaled wood crunching underneath my shoes. The 
scent of ash lingers in the air. Nik walks up beside me, 
sighing as he runs a hand through his beard. 


“Egor?” I mutter. 
He nods slowly. “Apparently, he ignored your warning.” 


I laugh darkly. “Then he’s even more of an idiot than I 
thought. I should’ve executed him on the spot for the 
comment he made about Sophia. And now he does this? 
Mobilize our men, Nik. Find him. He’s not getting away with 
this. Firebombing one of our bars?” I kick a ruined chair, 
the leg crumpling into black dust. “He’s lucky nobody was 
hurt. Women work here, Nik.” 


“I know, boss,” my second-in-command sighs grimly. “I’ll get 
right on it.” 


I walk through the reeking building out to my Bugatti, press 
the open button and stand back as the doors flip up like a 


bird of prey’s wings. Climbing inside, I grip the steering 
wheel hard, thinking about Egor, the twisted bastard who 
not only insulted my queen’s honor, but is now making 
pathetic moves on my Moscow business. 


Soon, I’m going to have to deal with him. 


I start the engine and it snarls to life, as though a beast as 
feral as me is hiding under the hood. Then I back out of the 
space and drive toward the highway, heaving back to my 
estate on the outskirts of the city, the city gleaming behind 
me, colorful in the setting sun. 


The bar was my last stop after a long day of hard work, 
taking care of my legitimate businesses and handling any 
other concerns that needed my attention. I performed my 
duties diligently, as I always do, but every moment there 
was a second track on my mind. 


It was Sophia, her moans as she released singing loudly 
between my ears, the way she twitched and writhed and 
the way her hands opened and closed as though seeking 
purchase imprinted indelibly in my vision. 


Even now, as I thumb the pad to the gate, my manhood is a 
rocket trying to take off, my balls the fierce flames that send 
it hurtling into outer space. 


My seed quivers and writhes at the thought of her womb, 
that perfect landing place, that uncharted territory I just 
need to explore. 


She thought being a virgin would disappoint me. 


She didn’t know it would just make me want her so much 
more. 


I drive into the garage and walk into the hallway, pausing 
near a landscape sketch of a Russian forest in winter time. 


But it’s not the art that has arrested my attention...it’s the 
scent, a warm, fluffy smell drifting from the kitchen. 


I follow it, my belly growling deeply. I didn’t even know I 
was hungry before my nose caught the scent of heaven. 


I round the corner to find Sophia with her back turned to 
me, near the window that peers into the back garden, the 
magnolias flowering as pink and fresh as Sophia’s 
unclaimed sex... well, hitherto unclaimed. 


Because she’s mine now, all of her. 


She’s wearing a long flowing summer dress, the kind of 
material that’s like a shadow, pressing lightly against her 
skin and highlighting every contour of her body, the plus- 
size delectability of it evident in each supple curve. 


“Sophia?” I mutter, walking deeper into the room, stopping 
near the kitchen island. 


“Hmm?” she says, still not turning to me. 


“Is something wrong? I smelled something heavenly in 
here. Did you bake something?” 


“Um, yeah,” she mutters. “I just...” 


“What is it?” I growl, the uneasy note in her tone sending a 
thrum of panic through me. I wonder if she somehow 
learned about the bar. “Tell me.” 


“T don’t want you to see me like this.” 


“Like...” I narrow my eyes at her. “Like what? Sexy as a 
fucking goddess in that summer dress? Filling my home 
with the scent of heavenly cakes? What’re you talking 
about?” 


She turns slowly, her head bowed as though she’s just 
committed some unforgivable sin. 


“T’m so ashamed,” she mutters. 
“T don’t understand.” 


She steps aside to reveal a plate of the sweetest-looking 
cakes I’ve ever seen in my life. 


The moment my eyes devour the chocolatey goodness my 
mind fills with images of children running into our kitchen 
and gathering around their mother, begging for one of her 
heaven-sent cakes. 


“T still don’t understand,” I mutter. 


“Look, Stefan,” she snaps. “I’ve eaten half of them already. 
I’m a pig.” 


“A... what?” 


I move across the room quickly, grabbing her by the 
shoulders and leaning down so that we’re looking right into 
each other’s eyes. Our noses tickle each other and, dammit, 
even that brushing sensation makes me want her, every 
inch of her covered in sparking electricity. 


But this isn’t about that sort of desire, not in this moment. 
She is sex made flesh, but she’s also so much more. 


I’m just glad the rest of the world was too blind to see that 
until now, giving me the chance to swoop in and take what’s 
mine. 


“Never say that again, Sophia,” I snap. “You’re not even 
close to being a pig. I don’t even understand why you'd say 
something so fucking untrue.” 


She laughs, but it comes out garbled, distorted by the tears 
clinging to her eyes and the sob trying to force its way up 
her throat. “Um, because I literally just got those out of the 
oven and I couldn’t even wait to eat them?” 


I stroke my thumb across her cheek, smoothing away her 
tears. “Whoever told you that makes you a bad person, they 
lied to you, Sophia, they lied horribly. Those cakes smell 
delicious. That’s why you couldn’t wait to eat them. And 
your body, Jesus Christ, your body... 


“Never describe yourself like that again. Because these 
curves, this body...it’s pleasure made flesh. I could spend a 
thousand years tracing your curves with my tongue and 
never get bored. Every supple gradation is a new horizon, a 
territory just begging to be explored, and it’s all for me. 


“And it’s good, Sophia, that you’re eating and keeping your 
strength up. You’re going to need every ounce of it when I 
put my seed in you. Our child needs a strong mother, not a 
waif who’s going to wilt under the pressure.” 


She leans back in my embrace, an eyebrow arched. But a 
smile tugs at her lips. It sends warmth throughout me to 
see her happy. 


“Do you mean it?” she whispers. 


“TIl never lie to you,” I growl. “And like I said, I can’t blame 
you. Those cakes smell damn delicious. In fact...” 


I let go of her and dart to the plate, grabbing three of the 
cupcakes in one bear paw and bringing them to my mouth. 


“Hey,” she giggles, darting over. “Save some for me, you 
animal.” 


“Come’n get ’em,” I smirk around a mouthful of cake, the 
flavor spreading like a drop of paradise in my mouth. 


I grab for more, but then she darts her hand forward and 
snatches one, hopping back so that her breasts jiggle up 
and down enticingly. 


She lifts her hand, aiming the cake. “You better be careful,” 
she says. “I’m a crack shot.” 


“Are you now?” I laugh grimly. “I guess I better be scared.” 
“Yep,” she giggles. 
And throws the cake... 


I dart forward, opening my mouth, and then spring up like a 
whale breaking the surface of the ocean to claim a passing 
bird. I clamp it between my teeth, grinning like a wolf, and 
then bite it. The other half falls away from my mouth and 
Sophia steps forward, catching it. 


“Okay, okay,” she says, breathless with laughter. “Halves?” 


I laugh, grabbing her and hugging her, feeling her chest 
heaving and her heart beating against me. 


“That was the most fun I’ve had in years,” I whisper gruffly, 
kissing her forehead, tasting the sweet tanginess of her 
sweat. It makes me want to taste other things. “I can’t wait 
anymore, Sophia. I’m taking you out tonight. And then I’m 
taking what’s rightfully mine.” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


S ophia 


Stefan places his hand on my knee in the back of the limo, 
as we glide through the Moscow night toward the 
restaurant. He looks dashing and indestructible in his suit, 
the black material clinging closely to his muscular form, 
each twitching tendon highlighted in the expensive 
material. 


“What’s the restaurant called?” I ask. 


“The Merchant’s Quarter,” he answers, with a shrug. “I’m 
not much of a restaurateur, but I hear good things.” 


“Good things?” I gasp, as the name rings about a hundred 
bells in my mind. “Stefan, that restaurant has three 
Michelin stars.” 


“Like I said,” he smirks, inching his hand higher up my 
thigh. “Good things.” 


I roll my eyes. “Yeah, that’s an understatement.” 


When he turns to me and I see the hunger in his eyes, I try 
not to feel self-conscious in my dress. He picked it out 


especially for me, a glittering silver-studded piece that 
highlights my voluptuousness. 


When he caught me eating those cakes, I really thought he 
was going to judge me. 


But his explanation made sense. They did smell good. And I 
do need to be strong for our children. 


Thinking of that now, I glow, clasping my hands to my chest. 


“What’re you smiling about?” Stefan asks softly ... well, as 
softly as his gruff, rumbling, volcano-on-the-verge-of 
exploding voice can be. 


“You,” I answer honestly. “I was just thinking about how you 
make me feel comfortable in my own skin. I’ve never felt 
like this. I’ve always felt self-conscious, exposed, sort of 
different to other girls.” 


“You are different to other girls,” he growls, giving my thigh 
a squeeze as he leans forward. He brushes his lips along 
mine, each rough contact making me shiver. “In the best 
possible way.” 


The limo comes to a stop and then the door swings open. 
For a goofy second I think it’s an automatic door or 
something - Stefan has so many high-tech gadgets and 
conveniences in his billionaire’s mansion - but then I spot 
the valet’s red glove and his prim red uniform. 


Stefan climbs out and then turns, only his body and his 
hand visible as he reaches down for me, the rest of his six 
foot six self out of sight. I grip tightly onto his hand and 
stand up, feeling a little dizzy when I see how long the line 
to the restaurant is, all those stick-thin model-looking 
women glaring at me. 


“What’s their problem?” I mutter. 


tt Who? n 


“Um, the Catty Club?” I say, nodding toward a cluster of 
women, all of whom are skinny and staring at me like I’m 
dirt. 


Stefan snorts, glancing at them. “They’re a well-known 
bunch of socialites in Moscow, women who’ll do anything if 
they think it’s going to lead to an advantageous match. They 
have no self-respect, no shame. They think that by throwing 
themselves around they can get anything they want.” 


I clutch tight onto Stefan’s arm and give them a serious 
stink-eye, which causes one blonde lady to open her mouth 
in shock as though I’m the most uncivilized person she’s 
ever seen in her entire life. 


“That was really immature,” I whisper, as Stefan and I walk 
to the head of the line, Stefan’s head held high. 


“Hmm,” he mutters. 
“What?” I say, peering up at him. 


Then I see. He’s trying to hold back his laughter at me 
giving Blondie the evil eyes. I guess it wouldn’t be a good 
look, a Bratva badass laughing openly in public. I cling 
tighter to him, squeezing onto the solid mass of his bicep 
through his suit. 


“Keep it together,” I giggle. “We'll be at our table soon.” 


“If you keep grabbing me like that,” he growls, “I don’t 
know if we’ll make it.” 


The host leads us across the ballroom-type room to a table 
in the far corner, the biggest booth in the restaurant with 
purple cushions fringed with golden edging. The table is a 
sleek oak surface and the cutlery is so shiny I swear it’s 
frickin’ winking at me. 


We sit down and order some starters and drinks - I go for 
the seledka pod shuboy, mainly because I want to see how 
they prepare the herring - Stefan smirks at me. 


“What?” I giggle, shooting some crazy eyes back at him. 


“Just you,” he growls. “You’re so full of surprises. The way 
you stared down those socialites, there are people in this 
town who would die of fear from just thinking about doing 
that. But you’re made of tougher stuff, Sophia. You’re 
special.” 


“Hmm, I don’t know if I'd go that far,” I laugh. 


He reaches across the table and grabs my hand, smoothing 
his thumb over my knuckles. The sensation twirls around 
my wrist and all down my body, penetrating my belly, a 
signal directly to my womb. I smile at the thought, turning 
my face away. 


“What?” he says. 
“What?” I echo. 


He smirks, a light glinting in his eyes, like the light 
somebody might fire in the middle of a dark night to guide 
me home. And that’s what it is, I realize, even as I try and 
tell myself I’m being silly. 


He makes me feel like I belong, where everybody else has 
always made me feel like I’m out of place 


“You’re so sassy,” he growls. “But just then, you got this 
funny look. And this cute-as-hell smile.” 


“T was just thinking something silly,” I murmur. 
“Well, what?” 


“About our children,” I say. “I guess that’s it, really, when 
you get down to it. But I guess I shouldn’t let my mind run 


away like that, right?” 


He pauses as the waiter brings our drinks, nodding thanks, 
and then leans forward and takes my hand again. He looks 
firmly into my eyes. 


“Its never too soon to think about that,” he growls. “Not 
with us, Sophia. We were made for each other. I’ve never 
believed in fate. Facts, figures, concrete reality...these are 
the tools with which I’ve built my empire. But the second 
you walked into my life, I knew that I’d made a mistake. 


“Fate has hurled us together. So for us, there’s nothing as 
too soon. I’ve claimed you. You’re mine. Forever.” 


A smile lights up my face. 


“Woah, okay,” I murmur. “Are you sure you want to go that 
far? Because I might go full psycho on you right now and 
make you regret it.” 


He leans back, folding his arms, his biceps making tight 
knots in the fabric of his suite. “Do you really think you 
could scare me away?” he chuckles. 


“Oh, yeah,” I banter, the knowledge that this is all just in 
good fun sending flutters around my body. “I bet I could 
scare you off right now.” 


“Unless you’re a secret witch, Sophia, I highly doubt that. 
You’re mine. If, by some twisted joke of fate, you somehow 
ended up at the top of Mount Everest and, by another 
twisted joke, I had to climb up there, naked, without 
equipment, I’d do it. And if God put a hundred warriors in 
my way, I’d fight them all, bare-handed, for you.” 


“Woah,” I say, licking my tender lips. “Wow, I do like the 
sound of that. Maybe I should somehow arrange for 


somebody to kidnap me and put me at the top of Everest, 
huh?” 


He smirks, giving me a flash of his canines. “IU warm you 
up after, don’t worry. But what were you going to say? What 
do you think is going to scare me away?” 


“T was thinking of baby names,” I giggle. “Okay, that’s a lie. 
I wasn’t. But I bet that’s a way to freak you out.” 


“Well,” he says, unfazed. “What did you have in mind?” 


I take a sip of my cola as shock riots through me, because 
this is real, it hits me like a ton of bricks. 


This is real. 


I mean, I knew before, but the way he looks at me now - 
completely open to the suggestion - I know that I can’t deny 
it. 

And I love it. 


I want to sink deeper into the experience of lying in the 
glow of his affection. 


Which means not thinking about Dad and his reaction when 
we get Stateside. 


I gather that thought up and put it in a box at the back of 
my mind, locking it and double-locking it, not wanting to 
stray there and ruin the most magical evening of my life. 


“Sophia?” he says. 


“Oh, the names,” I laugh. “Well, I’ve always thought Alice is 
a beautiful name. When I was a little girl, Mom and I found 
this bird in the garden. It had a broken wing and we nursed 
it back to health. Mom once had a sister named Alice, my 
aunt, but I never met her. So we called her Alice. I loved 


that bird. So much. I wasn’t even upset when it flew away, 
because I knew it was all better.” 


Stefan smirks, nodding. “You’re so caring,” he says. “Not 
that I needed it, but that’s just more evidence of what an 
amazing mother you’re going to be.” 


“Well, what about you, huh?” 
“Thomas,” he says at once, “yes, Thomas. Tommy. Tom.” 
“Why?” I ask. 


He grins ruefully, like an alpha wolf who’s just about to 
indulge his cubs with some playtime, powerful and giving at 
the same time. “It was my uncle’s name. He was the one 
who taught me how to fight when I was a boy. Boxing, 
kickboxing, wrestling, everything. He was a good man. He 
was an honorable man.” 


“What happened to him?” 


Stefan sighs. “He was a smoker, too. And it finally caught up 
with him.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry.” 


He waves a hand, his gold watch catching the light for a 
moment. “It was a long time ago.” 


“So we have Tom and Alice,” I smile. 


“We’ll need more than that,” he growls, reaching across the 
table with both his hands to take both of mine. “Two 
children is not going to be enough for us. I just know it.” 


“Well, what about Lexi?” I say. “When I was a kid, I guess I 
was a bit weird. Because for a whole summer I made up this 
whole story about how my name was really Lexi the 
Coastguard, and I’d ask everyone to call me that, and when 
we went swimming even at the pool I'd be on the lookout.” 


His hands tighten on mine, as though it would take a whole 
army to separate us. “I love that name,” he says. “But not 
because you were weird. It shows how creative you are, 
how imaginative, how incredible you’re going to be at 
playing games with our children and telling them stories.” 


A glow spreads through me. I slide my fingers between his, 
feeling the power radiating through him. 


“So that’s three,” I giggle. “Looks like we’re done?” 


I wink, to let him know I’m teasing. My womb would not be 
satisfied with three. Even just talking about it, I can feel it, 
getting tight and greedy deep inside of me, the longing 
surging like heaven-fire as I contemplate a future I never 
could’ve dreamed of before meeting Stefan. 


“Sophie,” Stefan says. “And she’ll be a little version of you.” 


“Oh, okay...” I grin. “And let’s say Steven, spelt with a v, and 
he’ll be a little version of you.” 


“Well, it looks like we have five children sorted,” Stefan 
says, nodding. “But our starters are just about to arrive, so 
we'll have to leave the rest for later. I’m sure we can come 
up with two... or three dozen names.” 


“Dozen?” I explode, giggling. “You’re a master teaser, 
Stefan.” 


He gives my hand another squeeze. “Get used to it, 
princess.” 


“T just have one stop to make before we get to the hotel,” 
Stefan sighs, massaging the bridge of his nose. “I won’t be 


long. I wish I could stay here, with you, but it’s business, 
Sophia. I have to take care of this.” 


Business. 


A note of uncertainty runs through me as I wonder if he’s 
talking about his legitimate business or Bratva work. The 
limo turns into a dark alleyway and, with another heavy 
sigh, Stefan steps from the car, opening and closing his 
hands into fists. 


The feral way his body twitches tells me all I need to know. 
He’s going to do something violent, I just know it. 


I slide along the seat, the leather cool through the material 
of my dress, and press my face against the glass and peer 
into the night. Several men surround the limo, all of them 
with the same blank expression, their hands folded across 
their middle like they’re reading to grab hidden guns at any 
moment. 


I bite my lip, sitting back and closing my eyes, my heart 
rapidly beating a thousand times a second, it feels like. 


This evening has been like a slice of heaven transported to 
earth, but what if Stefan’s going to hurt somebody tonight, 
kill them ... 


That would mean Dad’s right, I shouldn’t have gotten 
involved with him. 


Indecision swirls painfully around my mind, invading my 
body with an unsettling notion that perhaps there are too 
many differences in our lives for this to work after all. 


Perhaps tonight was just going too perfectly. 


Maybe - just maybe - it’s time for my head-in-the-sky 
notions of babies and never-ending romance to come 


plummeting down to earth with a soul-shaking crash. 


Crap. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


S tefan 


I walk down the hallway, wiping one hand with a rag and 
then running it over the knuckles of my opposite hand, 
letting out a sigh between my clenched teeth. 


I hand the rag to Nik, who walks beside me. 


He takes it with a short nod, his eyes narrowed into 
assessing slits. “That’ll be the last time Egor takes 
advantage,” Nik mutters. 


“Yes,” I snarl. “It will. Fucking Egor. He _ should’ve 
remembered his place. Did he really think I got to where I 
am by letting people get away with that sort of behavior?” 


“Well, he won’t be making that mistake again.” Nik laughs 
grimly. “Poor bastard. I almost feel sorry for him, after what 
we did.” 


“No, you don’t,” I say, shaking my head at my second-in- 
command’s twisted version of a joke. 


“No,” he agrees, with a savage grin. “I don’t. He deserved 
it. Not only for what he did to those bars - three bars in 


total, boss - but for the way he talked down to your lady.” 


I shove the door open, and then turn left down another low- 
lit corridor, the walls reeking of cigarette smoke. This is one 
of Egor’s safe-houses, poorly maintained, the wallpaper 
peeling to reveal speckled spots of damp. 


“I can see how much she means to you, boss,” Nik says. 


“She means the world,” I agree. “But don’t go thinking that 
makes me soft, Nik. Any power plays will be handled the 
same way I handled Egor tonight.” 


Nik smiles, shaking his head. “Any man would be insane to 
go up against us, boss,” he says. “I hope you'll let me be the 
best man?” 


I bare my teeth at him, somewhere between a feral threat 
and a smirk. “Don’t push your luck. Anyway, I’ve got a lady 
to return to. It pisses me off that I had to handle Egor 
tonight.” 


I push open the door to the street and stride across the 
alleyway to the limo. When I open the door and climb inside, 
I notice that Sophia is sitting on the other side of the limo, 
almost pressed directly up against the window. 


She looks at me with wide, unreadable eyes as the limo 
pulls away and rejoins the Moscow traffic, heading for the 
hotel suite I booked earlier today. 


Discomfort radiates from her, and she can’t stop fidgeting 
with the hem of her skirt. 


Even as my mind urges my body across the limo, to help her 
with the hem, peeling it up the sumptuousness of her thighs 
to feel the soaked fabric of her panties...I kill the urge, and 
instead I look into her expression, reading the concerned 
contours of her cheeks. 


“Something’s wrong,” I mutter. 


“Yeah, you think?” she whispers, with a spice of sass. “What 
the heck just happened in there?” 


“Business,” I growl. “It couldn’t be helped.” 


She sighs. “I need you to be straight with me, Stefan. Did 
you just kill somebody? Your knuckles are grazed. Did you 
just beat somebody to death? Because if that’s what your 
business is, I don’t know...” 


My belly lurches as the night restructures itself in my mind, 
and I imagine what it’d be like to be Sophia, waiting for her 
man to return from some shadowy meeting. 


Of course she would imagine the worst. 


I move as gently as I can across the limo and grip her hand, 
a smirk twitching my lips when I feel her relax slightly. “I 
didn’t kill anybody,” I tell her. “My knuckles are grazed 
because I hit him a few times, I won’t lie about that. But 
he’s bruised, that’s al. Do you remember the man who 
insulted you on the plane?” 


“Yeah,” she whispers. “He’s a jerk.” 


“T know,” I laugh grimly. “Well, he firebombed three of our 
bars. The last one he hit, there was a barmaid inside with 
her three year old son. Her babysitter cancelled so she had 
to bring him with her. Do you see the problem, Sophia? It 
was a miracle they lived.” 


“Jesus,” she whispers. “That’s awful.” 


“And he wouldn’t have fucking stopped,” I growl. “Men like 
Egor never know when to stop. So I had to make him stop. 
But mindlessly killing people is not how this business works. 
I won’t lie to you, Sophia. I won’t tell you it’s never 
necessary. But it’s not how things are done, not if it can be 


helped. Child rapists, murderers, the scum of the earth ... 
yes, they deserve death. 


“But for Egor, I had my second-in-command get access to 
his offshore bank accounts. After giving him a few well- 
deserved punches, which the worm will recover from, I 
showed him that I had complete control of his finances. 
That shut him up pretty fucking quick. 


“That’s how it’s done these days, Sophia. We use the 
internet to twist people to do what we want. We only use 
violence in self-defense or when the person needs to be 
removed. And if Egor doesn’t take this hint, if he keeps 
putting the lives of women and children in danger, maybe 
he will need to be removed. But I’m not some mindless, 
brute killer.” 


For a second, time seems to lengthen and everything is still, 
the rest of the world falling away as I stare at Sophia, the 
only person who’s real to me in this instance. 


I imagine her yanking her hand away and turning to the 
night, telling me even these minor measures are too much 
for her to handle. 


But then she tightens her other hand around mine, 
squeezing, and a smile lights up her face gloriously. 


“Jeez, Stefan,” she says. “That makes sense. I guess I just 
let my mind run away from me. I mean, he almost killed a 
woman and a child?” 


“He’s lucky it was almost,” I growl. “One of my men 
managed to rescue them before the fire reached them, but 
he had to kick down a door to do it. If he wasn’t there...” 


“Then he deserves what you did,” Sofia mutters. “I 
understand.” 


“And most of my businesses are legitimate now, anyway,” I 
say. “And you, my princess, will always be protected. I would 
die a thousand times before I let anything happen to you.” 


She giggles, trailing her finger around my knuckles. “Silly 
Stefan,” she whispers. “Now tell me, huh, how the heck are 
you going to die a thousand times?” 


“I don’t know,” I grin, baring my savage teeth. “But for you 
I’d work out a way, believe me.” 


She nudges me with her shoulder. “Okay, I feel way, way 
better about all of this now. I’m sorry if you felt like I was 
criticizing you. I just had to know.” 


“You never have to apologize to me,” I tell her. “Except for 
one thing...” 


“Hmm, and what’s that?” 


I slide my free hand onto her knee, and then inch it up her 
thigh, secure in the knowledge that the rear of the limo is 
sound-proofed and the driver can’t see into the back 
through the jet-black partition. I wouldn’t have it any other 
way. 


The way she twitches and moans is just for me. 


“You should apologize for distracting me from how fucking 
incredible you look in that dress. I can’t wait to get to the 
hotel suite, Sophia. I can’t wait to claim that virgin pussy 
and watch your carmine juices flow down those delicious 
thighs.” 


She makes a whimpering noise, biting down on her bottom 
lip in a way that drives me absolutely fucking primal. 


With a smile that looks like a raging battle between 
nervousness and sassiness, she says, “Um, Stefan, do you 
think this limo can go any faster?” 


CHAPTER NINE 


S ophia 


I hug close to the trunk-like form of Stefan’s unyielding 
body as the private elevator rides up the building, all the 
way to the top floor. I squeeze onto his arm and feel his 
scorching passion flaming through his muscles, the tension 
taut and ready to erupt. 


Relief washed over me like icy water on a heatwave day 
when he told me what had happened with Egor. For a 
blurred, confused few moments, I actually believed he had 
killed him. 


But when he explained it all, it just made complete sense, 
and the idea that the world is a black-and-white place of 
clearly defined moral boundaries suddenly faded into 
uncertainty. 


Egor could’ve killed a woman and a child. 
If he’d done that, would I even care if Stefan had killed him? 


I shake my head, dislodging the inner argument, and 
instead hug closer to Stefan. 


He stares straight ahead, his jaws clamped tight. 
“Scared to look at me?” I tease. 


“Yes,” he says, without a hint of humor in his tone. “If I do, I 
won't be able to control myself.” 


I almost giggle, but then I see that he’s deadly serious. 


The elevator doors slide open to reveal a long hallway, the 
carpet decked out like a Russian duke’s castle or 
something, plush and red and patterned with golden 
drawings. On the walls, expensive-looking artwork hangs, 
and ridged, raised decorative sections inlaid with gold. 


He tightens his hand around mine and drags me down the 
hallway, through the living room with its two red-gold 
couches, and then into the bedroom. 


The four-poster bed, held up by four golden pillars, the 
purple velvet bed-curtains pinned up with large, beautiful 
golden brooches. A sleek oak table sits on one side of the 
room with two throne-like chairs next to it. 


I drink in the scene with my eyes, knowing it must’ve cost 
more than I could even imagine. 


But when I turn to Stefan, I see that he doesn’t care about 
the room. 


His intense eyes are fixed on me as his strong features 
steam with desire. He stalks forward, sliding his hand 
around my hip and then down, pressing against my ass 
through my dress. 


“T can’t wait anymore,” he growls, guiding us to the bed ina 
dance of lust. “I can hear your womb screaming out for me, 
Sophia, begging me to plunge deep into your wet hole and 
give you my seed.” 


“I can feel it,” I whimper, the back of the bed butting 
against my thighs. I rock backward, staring up at Stefan as 
his eyes roam up and down my body, feasting. “Oh, frickin’ 
hell, Stefan. I want you so badly.” 


He leans down and pushes his hands firmly up my thighs, 
kneading and massaging the flesh as he goes, his eyes 
fixated on my face the entire time. 


“Fucking hell, I could watch you twitch and moan for me 
forever,” he growls, hooking his fingers around the edge of 
my panties. “But I need your sex. I need to claim you. Your 
maidenhead is mine, a ripe cherry just waiting to be busted 
open by my aching hot wet cock. Open those legs for me, 
beautiful. But let me handle these panties first.” 


He tears them down quickly and then I do as he says, 
spreading my legs wide, feeling the wetness rubbing 
between my lips. 


He grabs my shoulders and guides me further up the bed, 
so that my ankles just about hang over the edge, and then 
inches me up further. He climbs on, the bed frame 
squeaking under the strain of his immense muscles, like a 
boulder dropped directly onto the mattress. 


“T need to see your breasts,” he snaps, grabbing the front of 
my dress and tugging it down and off. Then he bends down, 
clasping the front of my bra in his teeth. With one wolfish 
wrench, he snaps it away, and then tosses it with a chuck of 
his head. 


“Fuck. I wish you were producing milk already. I’d suck it 
out and then kiss you, smearing it over your lips. Then you’d 
suck my cock, Sophia, and I’d use your life-giving milk to 
fuck your pussy.” 


My lust does backflips and twirls inside of me. 


“But I can still suck them,” he grins brutally. “And that’s 
something I’d never turn down. Fuck.” 


“Do it, baby,” I urge. “Oh, God...” 


He grabs one of my breast, massaging it, tingles electrifying 
at the ends of his fingertips. He takes the other into his 
mouth, sucking on the nipple so that he brings it all the way 
into his mouth, swirling his tongue around and around as it 
hardens and tingles and sends hummingbirds of pleasure- 
winged lust surging inexorably through my body. 


I smooth my hands over his shoulders, gripping on hard, my 
nails biting through his suit jacket and into his skin. 


“Ts it p-p-possible?” I moan. “Frickin’ hell, I think I might...” 


I don’t know much about orgasms, but when I feel this one 
approaching like a train called Euphoria barreling down the 
tracks, I’m struck by how beautifully strange it feels, the 
buzzing in my nipples diving into my body and pricking my 
sex from the inside. 


I throw my head back, letting out a scream as flames of 
white heat tickle my breasts. 


“Oh. My. God.” 


Stefan grabs both my breasts and pushes them together, 
sucking both of my nipples in his greedy mouth, possessing 
them as he tongues across both needy points. 


I gasp, staring down at him, my pussy flooded with warmth. 


“Jesus,” I mutter. “I didn’t even know it was possible to 
orgasm from that.” 


“Neither did I,” he growls, looking up at me with his messy 
hair and wet lips, like a savage beast that’s just come in 
from a winter storm. “Are you ready, Sophia? Are you ready 


to feel me pressed right up against your juicy prize? I can’t 
wait to see what treats come tumbling out when I bust it 
open.” 


“Yes,” I moan. “But it’s not fair, Stefan. Why have you got all 
those clothes on?” 


I paw at his suit jacket hungrily, tearing at it as he raises his 
arms. Then I grab his shirt and rip at the buttons, wanting 
to see the ridged hardness of his chest. 


Buttons pop and go flying. 


A light brushing of strong steel hair covers his stone-solid 
pectoral muscles, slightly wet with his animal sweat. 


He tears off his belt and pulls down his pants and 
underwear, wedging them beneath his overfull balls that 
bulge like they’re ready to explode and unleash his seed 
directly into my hungry-as-fuck womb. 


His cock springs up, all eleven-some inches of it, like a 
fleshy pole of manifested desire, veins like vines running up 
the side, ridged and bulging, the head an engorged purple 
helm with a tempting bead of precome clinging to the tip. 


I reach down and grab it, feeling how it pulses against my 
palm. 


I stroke the precome down to his base, hoping I’m doing it 
right. 


But if the way Stefan bares his teeth and the way his chest 
rumbles like a thunderstorm is anything to go by, I think I 
am. 


Then he reaches down and clutches my wrist, his hands 
trembling. 


“I need to be inside of you,” he groans. “And if you keep 
doing that I won’t be able to stop you. It feels too fucking 
perfect. Play with your tits for me, Sophia. Push them 
together and pinch your nipples as though you’re coaxing 
your precious sap from them, ready for our offspring.” 


I push my breasts together, pinching my nipples softly, 
twisting them gently in my fingers as I imagine my milk 
sliding all over my mounds. 


God, I just love how the same things make us horny, these 
sexy-as-hell thoughts driving stakes of yearning deep into 
my core. 


Stefan props himself up with one arm, his triceps muscle 
standing out like a python against his skin. 


With his other hand, he reaches down and guides his 
enlarged head to my pussy, pushing down my lips and then 
to my hole. 


I feel myself fluttering open for him, my body reacting to his 
closeness. 


He pushes up and his searing length slides inside of me, 
splitting me right down the middle, deeper and deeper until 
all eleven inches of him are buried up to the hilt. 


I bite down on my lip as a moment of pain twinges inside of 
me, and I think, Oh, damn, is this what sex feels like? 


But then my pussy floods with warmth and electricity and 
the pain passes, replaced with a sweetness that spreads 
throughout every inch of my skin. 


Stefan stares down at me, his eyes flitting between my face 
and my breasts. 


“So fucking beautiful,” he growls. “Every inch of you 
screams fertility. I need to watch those breasts bounce 


temptingly as I fuck your pussy raw. Can you take it, 
Sophia?” 


“Yes,” I cry, holding his face in my hands and leaning up, 
finding his lips. “Ravage me, Stefan.” 


He leans over me, fists the sheets and then pushes himself 
inside of me deeper, using all his bodily strength to claim 
what’s his. 


He pommels his cock in and out of me, the slapping sounds 
of our flesh filling the room like a lover’s chant. 


I bounce up and down on him as best as I can, keeping time 
with his thrusts, finding our rhythm as though it was 
ordained directly by fate. I move my hands around the back 
of his neck, feeling the chords of tension moving through 
him with each pumping movement. 


Then I swear to God, a pool of liquid fire explodes inside 
me, wrapping my womb in a cocoon of beckoning pleasure. 


My orgasm erupts and I have to force my eyes open so that 
I can stare at Stefan, his jaws tight and square, an untamed 
look in his eyes as he watches my orgasm roll through me, 
taking hold of every part of me. 


I close my legs tight and squeeze hard on his cock, the 
massive spear of flesh pressing firmly against the walls of 
my sex as my lips get tighter with my release, squirting 
thick white juice all down the length of him. 


“Oh, fuck,” he growls, looking down at his cock pumping 
into me. “Your come is mixing with your hymen’s offering. 
Oh, Jesus Christ. I can’t take it anymore. I need to claim 
you.” 


“Do it,” I cry through my orgasm. “Oh, God. Do it, Stefan.” 


“Arghhh,” he roars, the howl of an alpha wolf on a starless 
night, claiming his territory, his world...me. 


Harder and harder, he pushes into me, and then his cock 
explodes and his seed flows like a busted fire hydrant. I feel 
it, endless amounts of come shooting directly inside of me, 
liquid heat spreading throughout my insides. 


“I feel your seed,” I moan. “It’s in my womb, baby. I feel it 
deep inside me.” 


“Say that again,” he groans. “Oh, fuck, keep saying it.” 
“Tt’s in my womb. It’s in my...” 


But then neither of us can speak, as our release deepens 
and the whole world spins around us. 


He collapses on top of me, our chests rising and falling in 
unison. 


Then he rolls to the side and pulls me toward him, 
intertwining his body with mine. I wrap my arms around 
him and hug him close, resting my cheek against his chest, 
feeling his heartbeat pounding against my ear. 


He slides his hand down my body, palming my pussy, and 
then lifts his hand to show me the vivid carmine coating his 
fingertips, glistening in the sconce lights. 


“Mine,” he growls. “Do you understand, Sophia? Forever. 
This seals it.” 


He smears his fingers across my lips, stroking his thumb 
here and there, and then grins like the brutal wolf he is. 


“The best lipstick in the fucking world,” he growls. “Fuck, I 
need to taste it.” 


He kisses me firmly, spreading my juices between us, 
opening his mouth to taste it deeper, pushing his tangy 


tongue inside of me so that I can share in the pleasure of 
what I’ve given him. 


“That was amazing,” I whisper, letting my head fall back. 
“Jesus, Stefan. That really was incredible.” 


“I know,” he whispers, kissing my forehead, leaving an 
imprint I can feel beaming against my skin. “I’m so glad I 
waited my forty-two years for you, Sophia. I’m so glad I 
didn’t cave like other, weaker men, to pathetic sex and one- 
night stands. I’m so glad my first time was with you.” 


“What?” I gasp, leaning up on one elbow and feeling my 
mouth fall open. “Are you saying you were...” 


“Yes,” he says, nodding with a rueful grin. “Perhaps I 
should’ve told you. But these days, I think it’s more 
acceptable for a woman than a man.” 


“But you must’ve had women throwing themselves at you 
your whole life,” I exclaim. 


He shrugs, allowing a nod. “Yes, I have. Always. Constantly. 
If I’d wanted, I could’ve had all the meaningless sex in the 
world. But I didn’t want that. I wanted to wait for a woman 
who I knew would make a worthy queen and mother to my 
children.” 


“Woah,” I whisper, leaning closer and trailing my forefinger 
down between his bulging pectorals, to his abs. “I feel really 
special now. I mean, I saw how those socialites were looking 
at you. You could’ve snapped your fingers and they'd have 
done anything you told them to.” 


“But I don’t want them. I want you. Forever.” 


“And you were so... amazing. Obviously, I don’t have a frame 
of reference, but it was just the craziest, sexiest thing ever.” 


He chuckles. “That wasn’t experience, Sophia. That was us. 
You. It was our connection. Destiny, fate, whatever the fuck 
you want to call it, something threw us together. I knew it 
the moment I saw you. Our bodies are already attuned to 
each other. We’re perfect for each other in every way, so of 
course it makes sense our sex would be perfection. Because 
you're perfection.” 


“And you,” I whisper. 


He leans in and kisses me briefly on the lips, brushing his 
rough lips against mine, sending countless tingles sizzling 
down my body. 


“And now that I’ve claimed you, we have to go back to New 
York and tell your parents. I won’t hide what we have. From 
anybody.” 


Nerves spike through me as I swallow, my body suddenly 
alive with restless energy. 


“Pm scared,” I admit, a shiver running through me. “I feel 
like Dad’s going to freak.” 


“He might,” Stefan agrees. “But he has to know. It’s the 
right thing to do. 


Crap. 
He’s right. 


“We fly back tomorrow,” he growls. 


CHAPTER TEN 


S tefan 


I sit back in the plush chair as the private plane hums 
quietly beneath me, the windows showing the pale blue of 
the cloudless sky. My queen sits opposite me, looking oh-so- 
fuckable in her sweatpants and baggy T-shirt. 


I sip from my drink, letting my head fall back on the head 
rest, calm moving through me. Everything is going as it 
should. 


I’ve given myself to the woman I’ve claimed, who I knew 
was mine - and mine alone - the moment I saw her. And 
now we're going to tell her father the news, my best friend, 
Jack Carter. 


Jack has never kept his disagreements with my line of work 
to himself, but it doesn’t matter, not anymore. 


His daughter is mine. 


The man is my best and oldest friend and the desire to 
disrespect him lies nowhere inside of me, because a man 
must respect his woman’s family. 


But, at the same time, there is no force in this universe that 
could separate me from my woman. So he has to be told. 


“Do you have any idea how hard it is to resist you when you 
keep twitching like that?” I growl. 


She rolls her eyes at me, gesturing at the T-shirt, which 
causes her barely-contained breasts to weave from side to 
side. Jesus, it’s like they’re hypnotizing me, they’re so damn 
perfect. 


“Ha-ha,” she mutters, sarcasm drenching her tone. “I 
couldn’t look scruffier if I tried.” 


“Scruffy?” I laugh, leaning forward and trailing my hand 
along her knee. “I think you mean sexy, princess.” 


She glances toward the cockpit. Reading her expression, I 
tell her, “We’re completely sound-proofed in here. The 
cockpit is separated by a thick steel door, and I’m the only 
one that can unlock it. There are no cameras. The pilots 
might as well be a thousand miles away.” 


She lets out a sigh of relief. “I guess I should’ve guessed 
that, huh?” she fires. “You always make sure we have 
privacy.” 


“T have to,” I growl. “If I didn’t, I’m scared of what I might 
do. The idea of another man seeing you like that...” I shake 
my head. “No, it’s impossible. The way you opened up for 
me last night, the beautiful juices that coated your body, the 
way your nipples hardened for me... is just for me.” 


She shivers, leaning back, picking at her sweatpants with a 
fingernail. 


“You’re nervous,” I note, standing up and walking around 
the table. I sit next to her, wrapping my arm around her 


shoulder and holding her close, feeling her tense against 
me. “ You’re really nervous.” 


“Is it that obvious?” she laughs. “I guess I am. I guess I 
knew we'd have to do this eventually, but I’m just so scared 
he’s going to flip.” 


“Jack’s a passionate man,” I say, nodding. “He’s been that 
way ever since we were kids. But he’ll come around. He has 
to.” 


“What were you like, Stefan, as a kid?” 


I nudge her teasingly. “Is this your way of distracting 
yourself?” 


She flashes me an endearing look, her cheeks turning 
cherry-red, as though her womb is sending secret signals 
through her expression. “Maybe,” she giggles. “Are you 
going to answer me or not?” 


I smirk. “You won’t believe it, but I was a bookish child 
when I was very young. Later, in my teens, I sprouted to the 
height I am now and I never let any shit slide. But when I 
was young I spent a lot of my time reading.” 


“Do you still read?” she asks. 
“When I get the chance,” I say, nodding. 
“Well, what sort of stuff?” she beams. 


“Are you really interested?” I chuckle, a savage hint of lust 
in my voice. 

“We’re going to be together forever,” she says. “ Of course 
I’m interested.” 


“I read history, mostly,” I tell her. “Vikings, Romans, 
gladiators, conquerors, wars, things like that, things I could 
learn from. I have used The Art of War in my business 


countless times, and it hasn’t failed me yet. I wield 
knowledge like a weapon, whereas other pretend tough 
guys think brawn is all it takes.” 


“Wow,” she says. “So I guess I’m going to sound super-lame 
when I say I like nothing better than a shameless bit of 
escapism? I mean, curling into a leave-me-alone-world ball 
and sinking into my Kindle is like the best thing ever.” 


“There’s nothing shameful in that,” I say, sliding my hand 
down her body to squeeze her closer to me. “Escapism is a 
great way to refresh your mind from real-world tasks and, 
anyway, I remember reading somewhere that fiction 
readers have more empathy than the general public. Which 
is a quality a baby-making machine like you should have.” 


“ Baby-making machine?” she giggles, slapping my chest, 
mock-glaring at me. “Be careful, mister, or I might just have 
to withhold these baby-making facilities from you.” 


“Oh, really?” I growl, my lips twitching in a smirk. “Do you 
really think you could do that?” 


I grab her thigh and slide my hand up, my body surging 
with primeval lust as I remember how slick and hot her sex 
was, how it clamped around my manhood and squeezed on 
as if she never wanted to let go. 


She grabs my wrist, biting her lip at the same time. 


“Don’t tempt me,” she whimpers. “But what if they hear? I 
know, it’s a steel door, but what if they find some way 
around it?” 


“They can’t,” I growl. “But there’s a bedroom at the other 
end of the plane.” I nod toward the rear door. “ With a blast- 
shield I can activate. That’s sound-proofed, too. Trust me, 
Sophia. I wouldn’t touch you like this if I thought anybody 
could see, ever. Like I said, it would turn me into a fucking 


madman to think somebody else got to devour the sight of 
your appetizing curves.” 


She turns away, a sheen of red skirting down her neck. 
“Um, I sort of want to say something - ask something - but I 
don’t want you to think I’m a slut.” 


I laugh, leaning down and kissing her tenderly on the neck. 
“T could never think that,” I growl. “Not in a million years. 
You’re mine, forever. Whatever you want to explore within 
the confines of our union, we can. As long as it doesn’t 
involve anyone else.” 


“No, never,” she gasps. “I’d never want that. Anyway, I 
thought threesome fantasies were more of a guy thing?” 


I shake my head firmly. 


“That makes me sick,” I snap. “A man owns his woman, his 
woman, and a woman claims her man, herman. Introducing 
somebody else into it is fucking sacrilege. You’re all I want, 
all I need, all I desire... forever.” 


“Me, too,” she whispers, stroking her hand down my jaws. 
“So I sort of wanted to ask you, Stefan. What do you want 
from me? I mean, in your wildest fantasies, what would you 
want me to do?” 


I swallow a ball of nerves, wondering if I should tell her this, 
but then... 


Honesty. 


That will always be one of the marks of our relationship, for 
the rest of our lives. 


“T want to take you into the bed back there and tie you to 
it,” I whisper. “Not hard. I’d never hurt you. Not like that. 
But the idea of you splayed out before me, a treat just for 


me, waiting as I stroke between your thighs and then finally 
give you the release we both need...” 


“Oh, frickin’ heck,” she whispers, her lips trembling. “I want 
that, too. And maybe some light... just light...” 


“Spanking?” I growl, my manhood flooding with tension. 
“But not hard, princess. I’d die before hurting you.” 


“Just play,” she agrees passionately. “Just to show me who’s 
boss, huh?” She giggles, nudging me. “But only in the 
bedroom. Because when we’re in the kitchen, I’m head 
chef, clear?” 


I smirk, smoothing a lock of hair from her forehead. 


“Yes, ma’am,” I growl. “But get your ass in that bedroom, 
now, before I ravage you right here.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


S ophia 


A thrill runs through me as Stefan softly ties the silk tie 
around my wrists, just one from his collection that he keeps 
on his private jets, just in case an impromptu business 
meeting emerges. 


I feel the cool conditioned air prick my bare skin, 
goosebumps scattering across me like a collection of fallen 
stars. 


My usual selfconsciousness tries to invade this moment, 
lying here completely naked, my sex and my breasts on full 
display. But I stamp down on it ruthlessly and fixate on my 
lust instead, staring at Stefan as he secures my hands 
above my head to the silver-tipped post of the bolted-down 
bed. 


“Tt’s going to be hard to spank me when I’m lying like this,” 
I tease, giggling. 


“Oh, no,” he growls sarcastically, with the hint of a smirk. 
“Then I suppose I’ll have to suffer through looking at that 


perfect pink pussy instead, already glistening and wet for 
me, ready for my cock and another wave of my seed.” 


My chest goes tight and my mouth goes dry as the lust 
moves through me, just like it’s his seed inside of me, 
swimming into my veins and replacing my cells, filling me. 


I want his seed to flood me again, to feel it surging through 
me. 


He strokes his hand down my thigh, trailing the dusk-purple 
silk tie along my skin, and then gently loops it around my 
ankle and ties it to the corner of the bed. We both know that 
if I needed to, I could wriggle free, but that’s not the point. 


It’s the trust that swells in this moment like a beating heart. 
I love him. 


I bite down before the words can escape my lips, clamping 
my teeth together. 


The thought just rose in me, unbidden, and unmistakably 
true. 


Oh, God, I love him. 
But does he love me? 


If I tell him, will he look at me as though I’ve gone 
completely insane? 


I’m glad he’s distracted by looping the other tie around my 
one remaining leg, stroking his fingers from my knee down 
to my calf, the tickles sending threads of ecstasy twirling 
around my thighs, tickling my sex, kissing my womanhood 
deep inside of me, the place where my hymen used to be 
replaced with a sweet spot all for him, just as juicy as 
before. 


“Fucking hell,” he growls, stepping back and staring at me. 
“You look perfect. An artist’s creation.” 


I focus on him, on the way his suit hangs from his body the 
way it would from a carved statue, he’s so solid and taut 
and well-frickin'-built. 


“Are you just going to stand there?” I whimper, lips dry as 
my eyes gulp in every last inch of him. 


I move my gaze to the front of his pants, his manhood a 
well-defined pistol, ready to shoot its bullets right into my 
core. 


“Maybe I just want to look,” he growls, smirking like the 
irresistible Bratva bad boy he is. He reaches down and runs 
his hand slowly up and down his cock. “Fucking hell. The 
way your pussy is winking at me, Sophia.” 


“Stefan,” I whimper, grinding up and down on the sheets, 
my sex blazing with my desire for him. In the lowlight, the 
shutters closed and the sconce lights lit, he looks savage 
and dreamy. “ You’re teasing me.” 


“Tam,” he smirks. “And you love it. Don’t forget, Sophia. I’m 
in charge. We’re not in the kitchen now, my little chef, 
though you do smell absolutely sensational.” 


He falls onto the bed like a silverback gorilla, catching 
himself on his fists, and then directs his six foot six body to 
my sex. 


His nose scrunches and he closes his eyes. 


“T have to savor this,” he moans, moving closer. “You smell 
so tangy. I can smell your womb. It wants my seed, doesn’t 
it?” 


“So bad,” I moan. “Jeez, Stefan. When I agreed to this, I 
didn’t realize it’d be so hard.” 


“You’re right,” he growls, rearing up like a beast asserting 
his dominance. “It is hard.” 


He unzips his pants and grabs for his cock, trying to slide it 
out of the zipper slit. But he’s far too big for it. 


He’s about to unbutton his pants when - pop - his cock 
springs up powerfully and does it for him. 


“See,” I say, staring at the engorged helmet, a vivid red 
color where all the blood in his body must be rushing into it. 


I wonder if he swallowed some of my precious hymen blood 
and now it’s in his cock, too, as though he’s going to give 
me a part of myself back to me... forever. 


“Your body wants me too badly, Stefan,” I say, trying for a 
teasing tone of voice. But it comes out as a whimper, 
hungry, wanting him so badly I could weep. 


“It does,” he growls, ignoring the sarcasm. 


He moves up the bed and guides himself to my hole, staring 
down at my breasts. I wiggle in the bindings, arching my 
hips toward him, eager to feel the touch of his searing pole. 


“I wanted to tease you,” he groans, his cock brushing up 
and down my lips, buzzing with the force of a million 
electrical storms. “I wanted to spank you. To draw it out. To 
rub my cock against your clit and make you come like that. 
But you’re too irresistible.” 


I let out a scream when he pushes all the way inside of me, 
his cock buried like a sword in its sheath. 


The scream warbles and becomes hollow as an unbelievable 
orgasm hits me, suddenly, with all the force of a mack truck. 


“Pm... coming... already.” 


“Fuck,” he growls. 


He doesn’t move, just holds his cock inside me, and I feel it 
pulsating and shifting like a boa constrictor stretching out 
in its home, staking its claim on every inch of it, filling it. 


He leans down and finds my lips, his hot breath moving over 
me, dancing down my cheeks, tingles tickling down my 
spine and coiling in my center. 


My pussy pulses and quivers, my hole fluttering around his 
length. 


“T can’t,” he snarls. “My seed, it needs you, Sophia. It needs 
you.” 


“Come with me,” I cry. “Come now, Stefan. Together. 
Always.” 


“Arghhh,” he roars, arching his back so that he’s even 
deeper inside of me, zero space between us now, our bodies 
so Close it’s like we’re one. 


Time pauses and we just stay like that, our lips molded 
together, our eyes fixated on each other as our bodies beat 
as heavily as our heartbeats. 


“You’re pregnant,” Stefan growls, rolling aside. “You must 
be. The fact that our bodies gave us that quick release, at 
the same time, so fast, so sudden... it’s a sign, Sophia.” 


“T feel it,” I tell him, as the quivering feeling writhes in my 
belly, a fine coat of warmth laying tenderly over my womb. 
“Oh, Jesus, Stefan. I feel it.” 


Now, we just have to tell my parents. 


I close my eyes for a moment, remembering the thought I 
had, the one that filled me with breathtaking panic. 


I love him. 


I do, I know I do. 


But what would he say if I just blurted it out? 


And what is Dad going to say when he finds out his best 
friend and I are together? 


Crap, crap, crap. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


S tefan 


I sit in the back of the sleek sedan with my princess safely in 
my arms, her body pressed firmly up against mine as 
though we’re in a foxhole and all around us the world is 
crashing down. 


Protective urges rise inside me, endlessly, when I think 
about her, my woman, the person who’s going to carry my 
offspring into this world. 


She’s mine and the closer we get to Jack and Angela’s 
house, the more potent the thought fires in my mind, 
signals urging me to order the car to turn around and 
speed back to the airport. 


But that would be a coward’s move, and I’d never consider 
it for even a heartbeat. 


As the city drifts by, skyscrapers catching the light of the 
late-afternoon sun and casting lengthening blocks of 
shadows across the hooded sidewalks, my mind gallops 
back to my early years with Jack. 


We grew up on the same street in New York, spending so 
much time roaming the streets together that people 
thought we were brothers, and we never cared to correct 
them. Jack was like a shorter version of me, with a wolfish 
smile and a devilish glint in his eyes. 


But then I sprouted up and made my plays in the Bratva, 
using my savage cunning to rise high in the ranks and win 
the respect of my peers and, eventually, the billionaire’s 
bounty that came along with it. 


And even after I’d made most of my businesses legitimate, 
even after I’d crafted a life for myself built upon a 
scaffolding of fairness and my own form of justice - which is 
always several lightyears above the common criminals - 
Jack judged me. 


“I don’t want anything to do with you,” he snarled at me 
once, breath reeking of whiskey, his eyes weaving from side 
to side like drunken marbles trying to roll out of his sockets. 


“That’s your decision,” I replied, sighing and shaking my 
head, wishing that Jack Carter could handle his alcohol 
better. I could see the flush spreading like a demon’s fire 
across his cheeks. “But we both know this isn’t about me, 
Jack. It’s about you. And your guilt. And your fucking 
shame. Which is a joke, my old friend, because I’ve never 
judged you, not once.” 


We were sitting in his garden, bees buzzing in the rosebush 
nearby, somebody frying meat in a barbecue next door. 
Smoke rose into the air and the buzzing hiss noise of our 
surroundings was underscored with a pop song from 
upstairs, teeming from Sophia’s window. 


I didn’t even glance up, didn’t even think about her then. 


Of course not. 


She would’ve been fifteen, a dorky child, braces on her 
teeth and her nose buried in a book. 


But she grew into a woman who I can’t help but pay 
attention to, one who, right now, is sending signals of desire 
and kingship through my body. 


I’m her king, and she’s my queen. 
And nothing in this world is going to ruin that. 


“I know you’ve never judged me,” Jack said, after a long 
pause. “But that doesn’t change the facts, Stefan. I’m a law- 
abiding man. I can’t be seen to associate with a man like 
you.” 


“That’s your story,” I muttered, with a dark sigh. “That’s the 
narrative you want to stick with. I understand that. I won’t 
push you on it. But we both know it’s not the truth.” 


“Are you Okay, Stefan?” Sophia asks me now, looking up at 
me with a flaming sheen spreading across her cheeks, her 
pupils like two black saucers as the car glides closer and 
closer to her childhood home. 


“Are you?” I counter. 


She giggles strangely, shaking her head. “Is it that obvious 
that I’m sort of losing my mind?” she says. 


I tweak her nose playfully, loving the ripple of pleasure that 
dances through her. 


Loving It. 


I bite down on a gasp, a sudden note of panic taking hold of 
my bones with vicious hands. 


I love her. 


The feeling is like an overwhelming presence laid upon me, 
crushing me under its undeniable weight. 


I love her more than I even realized I was capable of loving 
anything before she came strutting into my life. 


I want to roar, to pound my chest like the possessive prick I 
am and growl at her that she’s mine, forever. 


But soon we'll be at her parents house and adding any 
more confusion into this already perplexing medley just 
seems like asking for trouble. Plus, the thought of scaring 
her away sends jolting terror directly to my middle, where 
it seizes and fizzles sharply. 


“Stefan?” she whispers. 
“Yes, princess?” I growl, voice choked slightly. 


She giggles, leaning up and kissing my cheek, leaving a 
warm angel’s imprint. “You weren’t listening to a word I 
just said, were you?” 


“Of course,” I lie with a brutal grin. “You said I’m the 
funniest, smartest, handsomest man alive.” 


“Ha-ha,” she mutters sportively. “I mean, you are all those 
things. But no, that’s not what I said. I asked if you think 
we're still going to be able to be together after we tell him.” 


I tighten my grip around her, feeling my biceps bulging 
against her arm, holding her in place. 


“Absolutely,” I growl. “I’d fight a wild grizzly bear for you, 
Sophia. I’d walk through a volcano butt-ass naked. Nothing 
is going to keep us apart. And, anyway, I just know my seed 
it already comfy in your womb. It’s too late to go back. ld 
die before abandoning you or my child.” 


“I’m so glad you said that,” she whispers, snuggling closer 
to me. “Because I feel the same. Heck, though, I don’t know 
if I’d be able to walk through a volcano naked.” 


“That’s because you’re hot enough when you’re naked,” I 
whisper, an undomesticated snarl stressing my words. 


She smacks me playfully, and then squeezes down, feeling 
my chest through the fabric of my suit. 


“Dickhead,” she giggles. 


I grab her wrist and smooth her hand away from me, 
holding it in her lap. “If you keep touching me like that,” I 
tell her sternly, “I might have to tell my driver to pull over at 
the nearest hotel.” 


“But?” she whispers, clearly reading me, my perceptive 
queen. “Because I sense one coming, Stefan.” 


I hug her closer, feeling the thrumming sultriness of her 
body, a million nerve endings tingling in a dance of lust and 
desire and belonging, sending signals of scorching heat all 
throughout her skin. 


She’s like the core of a star, and I love her. 
I fucking love her. 


“But it’s time I did what was right,” I whisper, smoothing 
my fingers over her lips, watching the tingling sensation 
dance across her features. 


We stare into each other’s eyes and the rest of the world 
falls away, meaningless. The only thing that's real, in any 
tangible sense, is Sophia, and all the offspring even now 
dancing and rioting in her queen’s fertile womb. 


I almost say it, as we round a corner and the sun changes 
shape inside the car, falling across her glowing face. 


I almost tell her I love her. 

But then I swallow the urge, forcing it down. 
It’s not time. 

Not yet. 


But soon. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


S ophia 


The four of us sit around the table in the dining room, the 
same table I’ve sat at so many times in my life, with its 
diaphanous white lace curtains and the wallpaper with 
zigzagging pale blue patterns. 


In the corner, there’s a decorative birdcage which Mom fell 
in love with when she saw it at the flea market when I was a 
kid. 


Otherwise, it’s homely, the chairs pale green and blue, 
matching the mismatched colors of the table, a sort of 
disordered order... 


Okay, so maybe these nerves are jumbling my mind a little. 


Dad sits at the head of the table and Stefan sits opposite 
him, with Mom and me sitting in the middle, opposite each 
other. 


Dad’s a thin, shortish man with a shock of brown-grey hair 
and a sharp jawline, which, to the untrained eye, always 
makes him look like he’s in a bad mood. 


But it’s just his face. 


Mom is like a slightly older version of me, her hair falling to 
her shoulders in wavy brown locks. She’s wearing a purple 
summer dress and has a cheeky oh-what’s-going-on-here- 
then smile on her lips, infusing me with a jolt of confidence. 


If Mom is smiling, maybe we can get through this. 


“So,” Dad says, moving his forefinger slowly around the rim 
of his glass, beads of condensation dripping down the glass 
and resting on the granite coaster. “What did you want to 
discuss, Stefan? I hope that Sophia’s doing a good job at 
work.” 


“It’s not about work, Jack,” Stefan says. He places his hands 
on the table and looks my dad in the eye, unwavering like a 
predator on the savannah, never doubting himself for a 
second. “It’s about Sophia and I. We’re a couple, Jack. 
We’re together. And it’s going to stay that way.” 


“T feel the same,” I say quickly, when my dad’s frantic gaze 
flits to me, his eyes widening like they’re trying to pop out 
of his head. “It just happened, Dad. It was...” 


Love at first sight. 


I almost blurt those words out, my traitor tongue making 
word-patterns I haven’t even shared with Stefan yet. 


“It was meant to be,” I finish, a smile illuminating my face 
when my protective predator reaches across and interlaces 
his fingers with mine. 


“It’s the truth, Jack,” Stefan says. “Neither of us could stop 
it. But this isn’t some fling. Sophia and I are going to be 
together forever. We both want it. We’re going to have 
children, a family.” 


I wince when I turn back to Dad to see that his mouth has 
fallen open, his finger moving around and around the glass 
so quickly it makes a quiet whistling noise. 


Finally, he moves it too fast and - crash - it hurtles to the 
floor, smashing and sending cola pooling everywhere. 


“Crap,” Dad snaps. “I’ll get a towel and a trash bag. Fuck.” 
“Jack, it’s okay...” Mom starts. 


But my dad stands up before she can get any further. He 
hurries from the room his head bowed, as though cleaning 
up the mess he just made is much more important than 
dealing with the news he just heard. 


“Just give him a minute,” Mom says, reaching across the 
table and taking my hand. “It’s a lot for him to take in.” 


I squeeze Mom’s hand. “But how do you feel?” I whisper. 


A smile of pure happiness spreads across her face, her 
eyebrows shooting up in shock. “Oh, I thought that was 
obvious. I’m delighted.” She turns to Stefan, still beaming. 
“T know you’re a good man, Stefan, and I know you’ve been 
waiting for the right lady all your life. Of course, I never 
dreamed that it would be Sophia. But if you’ve chosen each 
other, then I know it’s going to turn out perfectly.” 


My chest swells with the light of a thousand suns and I blink 
back tears, swallowing a big ball of emotion so that I don’t 
just break down and start sobbing. 


“That means so much to me, Mom,” I say. 


“Me, too,” Stefan agrees, nodding. “Having your blessing is 
important to me.” 


“What about mine?” Dad snarls, walking back into the 
room. 


He’s forgotten the trash bag and towel, instead standing 
with a fresh glass of whiskey trembling in his hand. He 
narrows his eyes at Stefan. 


“T suppose my opinion counts for nothing, then?” 


Stefan sighs, shaking his head slowly. But he keeps his eyes 
fixated on my father. Calmness radiates from his expression, 
a man utterly in control of himself and his world. 


“Jack, I want your blessing,” he says. “But there’s nothing in 
this world that could stop me from claiming Sophia. We’re 
meant for each other.” 


“Pfft,” Dad snarls, and then knocks back the whiskey in one 
quick movement. He slams the glass on the table and then 
drops into his seat with a shudder. “I just don’t know how 
this happened.” 


“Oh, Jack,” Mom says, glancing at him sidelong. “How many 
years are we going to keep up this charade? You and Stefan 
are best friends. And you’re not angry because of his work, 
whatever you might claim.” 


“Angela,” he growls, picking at the table with his fingernail 
like a chastened child. 


“What?” she says softly, reaching with both her manicured 
hands and grasping his. “Jack, it’s time to let go of the past. 
Stefan has never judged you.” 


“Will somebody tell me what you’re talking about please?” I 
demand. 


“Pm surprised you haven’t,” Dad mumbles, glancing at 
Stefan with an expression that’s impossible to read, a flare 
of regret and tension mixed with something like shame. 
“It'd be easy enough to turn her against me.” 


“I have no desire to turn her against you,” Stefan says. 
“Jack, you’re my friend. Just because Sophia and I are fated 
to be together, it doesn’t change the fact that I’ll always 
consider you like a brother to me.” 


“Fated,” Dad repeats, squeezing Mom’s hand harder. He 
looks Stefan flatly in the face. “Do you really believe that, 
old friend?” 


“Yes,” Stefan says firmly. “I knew it the moment I saw her. 
I’ve never felt like this before. You both know I’ve never 
been with another lady.” 


“Although he’s had his pick of about a thousand,” Mom says, 
looking at me girlishly, as if to say, You’ve got yourself a 
keeper there, dear. Then she notices how Dad’s lips are 
twisted in discomfort, and she giggles. “But that’s neither 
here nor there.” 


n 


“I feel the same, Dad,” I whisper. “I... 
I love him. 
“I think we’re meant to be together, too.” 


“Oh, God,” Dad groans, resting his forehead against his free 
hand and massaging it. “I wanted to come in here and hate 
you both, that’s the truth. But I can see your affection for 
each other radiating from you. You remind me of... well, of 
me, when I looked at myself in the mirror before a date with 
your mother, Sophia.” 


A glow imbues me, warm and fluffy. 


“Stefan, I’m sorry,” Dad sighs. “Jesus, I’ve always felt 
judged, even though I know you’ve never judged me. It’s... 
it’s me, it’s my insecurity, it’s my—” 


“Okay,” I interrupt, folding my arms and glaring at the 
three of them. It’s like suddenly I’m the oldest one in the 


room and they’re the recalcitrant children. “If somebody 
doesn’t explain just what is going on ASAP there’s going to 
be hell to pay.” 


Dad sighs, and then releases his forehead and looks at me, 
uncertainty making him bite his lip like I sometimes do. 


“When we were teenagers, I got involved with some bad 
people. They were criminals, Sophia, and I threw myself 
willingly into their gang. The truth is I wanted to be one of 
them. I was even the getaway driver for an armed robbery.” 


My mouth falls open and I stare as if my dad is someone 
else. 


“Jesus,” I mutter. 


He nods, the seriousness of his admission evident in the 
furrowed impression in his forehead. “I’m not proud of it. 
The thing is, Sophia, I was going to try and rise within the 
gang’s ranks. I wanted to be a part of them. But then Stefan 
talked me out of it. He could see where it was heading all 
too clearly, he said, they were a reckless, violent lot, and if I 
stayed with them, I would either end up in prison, dead, or 
worse.” 


“What’s worse than dead?” I whisper, my heart thundering 
in my chest. 


“He’d become like them,” Stefan says quietly, the secret 
growl of a quietly powerful wolf. “He’d have to, to survive in 
their world. I may have been in the Bratva, but there are 
rules, codes, that stop the extremely nasty stuff from 
happening. It wasn’t the same with his gang. He was my 
friend. I couldn’t let him make that mistake.” 


I grip the edge of the table and lean back, taking deep 
breaths and squeezing so hard onto the oak table surface 
that my knuckles protrude sharply. 


“This is insane,” I mutter after what feels like a years-long 
pause. “I guess I always just assumed that, well, that the 
Bratva was bad and you were good, Dad. I’m not saying 
you’re not good, but..I’m sorry, this is all coming out 
wrong.” 


“Don’t be sorry, sweetheart,” Dad says. “I know what you 
mean. The world isn’t black and white.” 


“Exactly,” I whisper. “That’s it. I think I’m slowly starting to 
realize that.” 


“I know it’s made you ashamed every time you see me, 
Jack,” Stefan says quietly, putting his hand on my shoulder 
and squeezing supportively, sending tendrils of reassuring 
security around my body. I feel my heartbeat steadying 
under the weight of his support. “But I really hope we can 
move past this. I only want the best for Sophia.” 


Dad smiles ruefully, his gaze flitting between Stefan and 
me. “You two really do care about each other, don’t you?” 


“Yes,” Stefan and I say in unison. 


We turn and face each other, Stefan with a smirk twitching 
at the corners of his lips, his eyes glinting with a sure sense 
of belonging. I giggle and we turn back to Dad. 


“So, what do you say?” I mutter. “Are you okay with it?” 


Dad leans back, heaving a sigh, smiling so that the years 
just fall away from his face. He looks almost boyish as he 
grins. 


“Pm not just okay with it,” he says. “Seeing how happy you 
two clearly are together, I’m starting to think it’s the best 
thing that could’ve happened. My shame aside - and I feel 
so much better now that it’s out in the open - Stefan is the 


best man I know. Honest, fair, loyal, and I know he’ll only 
ever do right by you, Sophia.” 


I blink, trying to battle the warm tears, but I lose and they 
flow like rivers down my face. Stefan slides his chair so that 
he’s sitting next to me, wrapping his arm around me and 
stroking away the tears. 


I turn my face against the solid surface of his chest and just 
let the tears flow. The happiness pours out of me and then I 
sit up, sniffing them back, pushing them down with a giggle. 


“Sorry about that,” I laugh. “I’m just so frickin’ relieved.” 
“There’s nothing to apologize for, sweetheart,” Mom says. 


A moment later, Stefan mutters, “Jack, do you think I could 
talk to you alone for a moment? It’s important.” 


An odd aura falls over the table, as Mom and I exchange a 
glance, our curiosity to know just what the heck they’re 
going to discuss beaming between us like we’re psychic or 
something. 


“Of course, Stefan,” Dad says, pushing his chair back and 
standing up. 


What the heck? 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


S tefan 


I sit in the private booth of The Shining Star - or 
Siyayushchaya Zvezda in Russian - waiting for Sophia to 
return from the ladies room. 


I know she was surprised when I told her we were coming 
here for dinner, especially so soon after breaking the news 
to her father. But there is something I need to say to her 
and it’s only fitting that we do it at one of the most elegant, 
highest-rated, most exclusive restaurants in the world. 


The Star normally has a three-year waiting list and is not 
listed on any public website or information service. The only 
way people learn about it is by being told or being in the 
know about the food industry, which is why Sophia’s 
eyebrows shot up gorgeously when I told her we were 
coming here. 


“The Star?” she gasped. “Jeez, Stefan, that’s like a dream. 
Are you kidding me? I’ve only ever read about it on blogs.” 


“T know the owner,” I told her. “Well, that’s a half-truth, 
really. I am the owner.” 


She gasped again, her mouth making an O shape that will 
follow me to my dreams for the rest of my life. It was like, in 
that one expression, all my life’s work was finally worth it. 
All the money, the possessions, the respect and fear...none 
of it can compare with the warm, tingling opinion of the 
woman of my fantasies. 


I sit back, looking around the restaurant, at the giant 
medieval-style tapestries hanging from the walls, at the 
waiters with their tailed jackets and habit of walking stiff- 
backed like Victorian gentleman. 


Torchlight flickers all around, real flames, kissing the air 
with shimmering heat. 


But the heat is colder than ice compared to the desire that 
barrages through me when I see Sophia walking back from 
the bathroom. 


In her sparkling golden dress, the flames catching the 
jeweled material, her body looks like a gift from some 
supernatural being. The fabric clings to her child-bearing 
hips, her thighs sumptuous and delicious-looking. Her 
breasts shift and my manhood floods and bulges. 


I have to bite down to stop myself from going feral and 
flipping the table, charging at her and taking what’s mine. 


“Sorry about that,” she says, as I rise and pull her chair out 
for her. “Ooh, what a gentleman.” 


“Don’t get used to it,” I joke with a growl. “I’m dying just 
looking at you.” 


“You’re a dirty dog,” she giggles. 
“Yes,” I grin savagely. “I am.” 


A blush of desire spreads across her cheeks, and then she 
playfully pouts at me. “Don’t try and distract me from how 


incredible this place is, Stefan. I can’t believe you own it.” 


“I own dozens of restaurants, and, in fact, I’m always 
looking for good head chefs...” 


“Hey,” she says. “I’m not taking any handouts. I'll go to 
culinary school and work my way up like everybody else. If 
I’m good enough, then, fine, maybe I’ll consider your offer, 
huh?” 


I laugh deeply. “I respect your fire, Sophia. I respect your 
independence. But at least allow me to pay for you to attend 
the best culinary school money can buy. Somebody of your 
artistic brilliance and passion shouldn’t have to scrounge 
for the money.” 


She tilts her head, cuteness personified. “Pl consider it.” 


I laugh again. I can’t help myself, even though I used to see 
it as my duty to be stern in public. There is something so 
life-altering about Sophia, as though in all my forty-two 
years I’ve been a puzzle with half the pieces missing, and 
now she’s slotted them into place. 


Nerves writhe like impatient eels all throughout my body 
when I consider what I’m going to do next. 


What if it doesn’t go well? 
What if I ruin what we have? 


But I refuse to live my life in the world of what ifs. I haven’t 
done it yet and I’m not going to start now. 


“Sophia,” I say, leaning across and placing my hand atop 
hers, feeling the irrepressible heat of our connection 
flaming through her skin. “I wanted to wait until after 
dinner to ask you, but I just can’t. I love you.” 


She gasps, eyes widening. “R-Really?” she stutters. 


I swallow, our envisioned future threatening to implode 
under the weight of reality. 


“Yes,” I tell her firmly. 


But then my chest fills with light air as she beams a smile at 
me. “Oh, thank God,” she whispers. “I love you, too, Stefan. 
I was just so nervous to say. I didn’t know what you’d think. 
I didn’t...I don’t know. I guess I was overthinking it. But I 
love you.” 


“T love you,” I growl. “And you’re probably wondering what 
I wanted to talk to your dad about earlier today at your 
house.” 


“Well, yeah,” she giggles. “That was pretty secretive.” 
“T had to get his blessing,” I say. “For what I’m about to ask 
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you. 


I stand up and walk around the table, looking down at her. 
My princess looks up at me with her teeth cutely clutching 
her bottom lip, two spots of pink blooming through her 
elegantly-applied makeup. 


“Oh, jeez,” she whispers. “I can’t believe this is really 
happening.” 


“Well, believe it,” I growl. I fall to one knee, my six foot six 
frame making it so that we’re staring into each other’s eyes. 
“Sophia Carter, I love you. I loved you the second you 
walked onto that airplane, finer then fine in your air 
hostess’s uniform. But it wasn’t - isn’t - just your looks. It’s 
our connection. It’s your kindness. It’s everything about 
you. I’ve been waiting my whole life for that one person I 
can spend it with, and I know it’s you. 


“Sophia Carter, will you make me the happiest man in the 
world?” 


I reach into my jacket pocket and pull out the ring box, and 
then open it to reveal a stunning diamond with a solid silver 
band. 


“Will you marry me?” 


Tears crystallize in her eyes and catch the torchlight, 
redness licking at them as they threaten to streak down her 
cheeks. They cling to her eyelashes and for a moment the 
notion that the answer is going to be no batters my mind. 


But then she smiles, so bright she almost blinds me. 


“Yes,” she says. “Of course it’s yes. I want to be your wife 
more than anything.” 


I slide the ring onto her finger, my lips arching upward 
inexorably, warm fuzzy sensation I’ve never felt before 
doing backflips in my chest. 


“Even more than you want to give birth to our babies?” I 
tease. 


“Okay,” she giggles. “Maybe I want that, too.” 


I slide my arms around her and stand up, lifting her to her 
feet and then off the floor. Musical giggles sing from her lips 
and rise into the air as I spin her around and around, 
finding her lips and kissing her firmly, tasting her lips and 
her love. 


I put her down, both of us panting heavily, grinning from 
ear to ear. 


“T love you,” I say. 


She smiles, resting her cheek against my chest. She must 
be able to hear how quickly my drumbeat heart is thudding. 


“T love you, too.” 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


S ophia 


I walk into the staff room with the heat of the kitchen 
dancing up and down my body, my face flushed and a fine 
layer of sweat coating every inch of me. 


Along with attending one of the top culinary schools in the 
country, I’m also working at a restaurant on the side, 
getting my chef’s chops even as I aced the first year of 
school. It felt good, hearing that I was the top of my class, 
but I worked hard to prove that I earned it. 


And that means a lot to me. 


A ten-hour shift has left me groggy and heavy-lidded, but I 
manage to drag myself to the rear entrance, across the 
star-lit alleyway, and into the sleek black sedan that Stefan 
always has waiting for me after my shifts. I like crawling 
into the back seat and reclining into the heated leather as 
we glide through New York City, towards the suburbs 
where our mansion lies. 


I think about calling Stefan, but decide to wait and surprise 
him. Earlier, I told him I didn’t know what time I’d be home 


and picturing his face when I walk through the door infuses 
me with even more sultriness. 


At the house, I wind down the car window and lean across 
to the red brick pillar, touching the access pad with my 
thumb. There’s a high-pitched beep noise and then the 
metallic gurgling of the gate as it slides back, making room 
for the car. 


The driver takes us to the front door and then I climb out, 
smiling at our seven-bedroom mansion, imagining what it’s 
going to be like when every single room is filled with love 
and laughter. 


I walk down the hallway, following the sounds of Stefan’s 
grunting and growling. 


I sneak to the rear of the house, the urge to sleep suddenly 
sliding away when I hear my husband’s deep-throated 
snarl. 


I peer around the corner to find him shirtless in our home 
gym, a solid metal bar balanced above his head, every 
muscle standing out in fine outlines as endless beads of 
sweat decorate his sculpted skin. 


He looks up and catches my eye, a smile spreading across 
his salt-and-pepper jaw. He drops the bar onto the padded 
area of the floor and then swaggers over, eyebrow arched. 


“Like watching me work, do you, Sophia?” 
“Um, no?” I say, trying for a lie. “Okay, yes, you know I do.” 


He leans across and kisses me softly on the cheek, and then 
makes that primal moaning noise that tells me he’s hungry 
for me, even now. 


I glance to the rear of the room and see that he has the 
baby monitor set up, as he always does when he’s alone 


with Alice. 


We named her Alice like we discussed a year ago during our 
first dinner date, named after the bird Mom and I saved 
when I was little. We’re both so over the top with the baby 
monitor, sometimes it’s like we think our Alice is going to fly 
away, too. 


But that’s only because our love for her is like a raging fire. 


I’ve even reduced my hours at the restaurant, but I can’t 
give it up entirely, and I never will. 


“You shouldn’t feel guilty about following your passion,” 
Stefan told me when I voiced these concerns, soon after 
Alice’s birth. “Our daughter deserves a mother who knows 
how to balance her home and work life. You’ll be an 
inspiration to her.” 


Now, Stefan stalks forward, his carved chest steaming with 
sweat and hotness. 


“Stefan,” I giggle. “I’m all sweaty from work. All my makeup 
disappeared in the kitchen steam about six hours ago. 
There’s no way you want me now.” 


“There is,” he counters, his voice a feral boom. “I always 
want you, Sophia, and I always will.” 


I scoff, placing my hand against his chest, feeling his heart 
thudding through his solid-metal pectorals. “Even though I 
haven’t properly shifted the baby weight yet? Even though I 
haven’t had the time or energy to shave in like two frickin’ 
weeks? Even though I must stink of garlic and seasoning 
and kitchen grease? Come on. You don’t have to lie to—” 


He grabs my shoulders and pulls me toward him, our lips 
meeting in a conflagration of love and belonging and 
completeness. He opens his mouth, opening mine with it, 


and our tongues clash like fencing swords, the sparks 
making my body sizzle. 


Then, from the baby monitor, Alice makes a cooing sound. 


Stefan steps back, grinning at me. “Never say I don’t want 
you, Sophia,” he chuckles, with a smile. “Because that will 
never be true. How about we go and say hello to our 
daughter and then I show you just how badly I want you?” 


“Okay,” I whisper, cheeks glowing. “But I should shower 
first...” 


“No,” he growls. “You shouldn’t. I love you exactly the way 
you are. And I always will.” 


He slides his hand down my arm and interlocks his fingers 
with mine, our wedding rings pressing together, the metal 
cool and reassuring against my clammy skin. 


Together, we walk down the wide hallway of our mansion to 
go and see our beautiful daughter. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


S tefan 


“Mommy, can I flip a burger?” Alice says, hopping around 
beside her mother, full of energy like she always is. 


The sun shining down on the luscious green of our garden, 
the high oak fences and the tall trees making it seem like 
we’re in our own self-contained universe. Heat from the 
barbecue makes the air shimmer and dance. 


“I promise I’ll do a good job,” she says, fluttering around 
Sophia’s gorgeous hips like the bird she’s named for, always 
flying here and there. 


“You have to be careful,” Sophia warns her, handing her the 
spatula. In her light summer dress, each of her curves is 
highlighted perfectly, an image I could stare at for the rest 
of my life. “Do it slowly and carefully, Alice. Okay?” 


“Listen to your mother,” I grin, one hand on our seven-year- 
old, Thomas, as he tries to wrestle me off my feet. 


Thomas, named after my uncle, is just as much of a 
rambunctious fighter as his namesake was. 


“She has three Michelin stars, Birdie. She knows what she’s 
talking about.” 


Alice’s cheeks light up under the nickname Birdie, her 
auburn braid doing a little dance on her shoulder. 


“T know, Daddy,” she says. “I can do it. I promise I can do it.” 


“And move that, silly,” Sophia laughs, smoothing her braid 
so it’s no longer over her shoulder, but hanging down her 
back instead. 


Sophia glances briefly at me, as I lie on my back with 
Thomas leaping on one arm and our five-year-old, Steven, 
leaping on the other. The two boys are grinning like wolves, 
joyous light beaming in their eyes, their faces Sophia likes 
to tell me are every inch their father with their smirking lips 
and full-of-life expressions. 


“Oh, no,” I laugh sarcastically. “I’m helpless.” 


“We got you!” Tommy cries, grabbing my hand and pressing 
it against the grass. 


Sophie turns back to Alice, watching her carefully as she 
flips each burger, one by one. Birdie turns to her mother 
and giggles. “I told you I could do it, Mommy.” 


She reaches over to ruffle her hair, but then she darts out 
of the way, shooting Sophia that playful pout she always 
does. 


She loves it when Sophia braids her hair... even though she 
knows how much Sophia loves to mess it up. It’s one of their 
favorite games. Sophia will sometimes spend several 
minutes hiding around the corner, ready to leap out at her, 
and Alice will always laugh and fly away, but always come 
back, classic Alice. 


“Go and check on Sophie,” Sophia tells her. 


Alice nods and then skips over to the outdoor crib, looking 
down at her baby sister. She reaches into the crib and 
offers her a finger to squeeze. “Mommy, she has your eyes,” 
she says. “Looking at her is just like looking at you. How 
crazy is that? Mommy, do you think somebody took your 
eyes and gave them to little Soph? I have your hair, 
everyone says I have your hair, but Soph-Soph has your 
eyes.” 


“I have Daddy’s musk-lees,” Steven declares, leaping up 
and pacing around the garden, his five-year-old arms raised 
in the air, tensing his arms like a professional bodybuilder 
on a beach. “See! I’m strong and strong and strong.” 


“How about you get Daddy to cut some buns for the 
burgers, big man?” Sophia laughs. “Think you’re strong 
enough for that?” 


I sit up, my abs crunching together into a compact unit. 
“You evil...” 


She just knows how much little Steven loves to wrestle. Not 
that I'd have it any other way. My boys are 
rambunctiousness personified. 


“Yeah I can!” Steven beams, charging at me. 


I jump to my feet athletically, feeling like a football player 
with my broad shoulders and my solid unit of a torso, 
towering over my children like a protective ancestral tree 
as they pad around my knees, jumping up at me. I’m filled 
with pride for my family. 


“Careful, kids,” I say, wondering over to the marble surface 
on the back porch and lifting the silver platter to reveal the 
burger buns and utensils. I start cutting the buns, winking 
at Sophia. “Now don’t start judging my technique, Sophia. 
We can’t all be Michelin-star gurus like you.” 


She blushes, giving me the mother of all eye-rolls. 


“What?” I laugh. “Don’t be ashamed of your achievements, 
Sophia. We’re all very proud of you.” 


“We are, Mommy,” Alice says seriously, pulling her little 
sister’s blanket up around her chin as she stands over the 
crib. “We’re so proud of you. I want to be the best ballerina 
in the world when I grow up, and I’m going to have a big 
happy family like you have and I’m going to be just like you, 
except a ballerina and not a chef.” 


“That sounds wonderful, sweetie,” Sophia smiles, 
transferring the burgers to the serving plate. 


“And I’m gonna be a fireman,” Steven gleams. 


“Pm gonna be a SEAL,” Tommy grins. “They’re like super- 
strong Army soldiers. Can I be a SEAL, Dad?” 


“If you work hard enough,” I say, “you can do anything you 
want, son.” 


Sophia carries the burgers over to the deck furniture and I 
bring the buns. We work as a team as she ladles the 
burgers out, little Sophie making some sweet cooing noises 
from her crib as though she can smell the food and the 
festive atmosphere. 


The six of us sit around the table, with the crib close by. 
Lexi, the youngest apart from Sophie, looks up from her 
paperback book with her little eyes widening. She’s only 
four years old and yet so smart, she has an almost learned 
look when she narrows her gaze like that. 


“Pm hungry!” she beams, carefully putting her colorful 
bookmark in the book and laying it on the table. “Me, me, 
me!” 


“How’s the book, sweetie?” Sophia asks. 


“Crraaaaay,” she giggles. “The big man with the wand is 
going after Little Rorkie, but Rorkie is getting the magic 
key and Adams is there, too, and the dog. Did I say the dog 
is there?” 


“Do you think they’ll get out?” Sophia asks. 
“Yes,” she says. “Tl cry if not.” 


Alice makes an awh noise and puts her hand on her sister’s 
shoulder. “Ill hug you when you cry, sis, and then you'll feel 
better, kay?” 


Sophia and I glance at each other, both of us smiling so 
widely it’s like all the light in the goddamn universe is 
shining out of our eyes. 


She looks around the garden, and at our family, with an 
expression that beams the message, Can you believe all of 
this is ours? 


I grin back at her, just knowing a boyish look is glinting in 
my eyes. During our ten years of marriage, we’ve learned to 
communicate silently, slipping into that easy, carefree 
familiarity that characterizes an unbreakable union, but 
with the added knowledge that our spicy closeness is never 
going to fade. 


Of course I can, my expression says. We deserve it. We 
chose each other. We're loyal. We're meant for each other. 


“Uh, Mommy,” Alice says. “You and Daddy are doing that 
freaky-deaky mind-reading thing again.” 


Sophia giggles. “We so weren't.” 
“Uh, you were,” she laughs. 


“It’s ‘cause Mommy’s magic,” Lexi laughs, ketchup running 
down her chin. She wipes at it with a napkin, a proper little 


lady. “Mommy’s a itch and Daddy’s a blizzard.” 
“Witch,” Alice giggles. “Wizard.” 


Lexi sticks her tongue out, but they’re both laughing, and 
I’m just glad that my girls have this easy banter, this 
connection. Tommy and Steven tuck into their food with the 
fury of staving boys...or boys who have spent the best part 
of an afternoon wrestling with their towering tree of a 
father. 


Sophia bites into her burger, closing her eyes and savoring 
the taste. Her summer dress clings tightly to her, but I bet 
she knows, when she opens her eyes, that I’ll be drinking 
her in dreamily like I always do. 


And she’s right. 


She opens her eyes and sees my captivated expression 
devouring her, feasting on her like she’s a special prize just 
for me. And she is. 


Just for me. 


“T love you,” she whispers. “And I’m so glad we followed our 
hearts. I’m so glad we listened to fate.” 


I reach across the table and touch her hand. “Me too, 
Sophia,” I murmur softly, smiling brightly. “I love you so 
much.” 


The sun shines and my children giggle and laugh and eat, 
and I just know the rest of our lives are going to be just as 
perfect. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: Baby Lust 
Book 2: Veteran 
Book 3: Built 
Book 4: Bambino 
Book 5: Rescued 
Book 6: Leader 
Book 7: Professor 
Book 8: Burned 
Book 9: Worldly 
Book 10: 

Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Driven 
Lucky 13 


Book 14: 


Book 15: 


Lumberjacked 


Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman’s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 
Greek God 
Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 





Mountain Man 
SEALs Justice 





Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEALs Saving Grace 


Book 46: 


Book 47: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 


Billionaire’s Nanny 


Book 48: 
Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Cowboy’s Babysitter 
Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward’s Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 


Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 


Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


Lovers’s Enemy 


Book 68: 


Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Cop’s Best Friend 
Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 


Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 
Book 89: 
Book 90: 
Book 91: 
Book 92: 
Book 93: 
Book 94: 

Book 95: 
Book 96: 
Book 97: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 
Possessive Doctor’s Christmas 
Possessive Parisian Pilot 

U.K. Boxing Day 

Jealous Russian Stalker 
Italian Mountain Man 
Aggressive Russian 
Possessive Valentine 
Possessive Hunter 


Dad’s Russian Mafia Friend 


Book 98: Russian Teacher 


Book 99: Australian Obsession 


Book 100: 
Book 101: 


Russian Next Door 
Dad’s Irish Friend 


Book 102: 


Book 103: 
Book 104: 
Book 105: 
Book 106: 
Book 107: 
Book 108: 
Book 109: 
Book 110: 
Book 111: 
Book 112: 
Book 113: 
Book 114: 
Book 115: 
Book 116: 
Book 117: 
Book 118: 


Nanny for the Russian Mafia 

Best Friend’s Dad 

Basketball Babymaker 

Possessive Veterinarian 

Brother’s Fireman Friend 
Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Football Friend 

Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Brother’s Cop Friend 

Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Boss 

Possessive Rider 

Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Possessive Undercover Cop 


Book 119: 


Book 120: 
Book 121: 
Book 122: 


Falling For Her Boss 

Claiming His Fashionista 

More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend 


Book 123: 


Book 124: 
Book 125: 
Book 126: 


Bossy Italian 

Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Maid For The Italian Mafia 
Nutcracker 


Book 127: 


Book 128: 
Book 129: 


Cowboy Cerrone 
Chef’s Kiss 
Claimed By The Russian 


Book 130: 


Book 131: 


Bought By The Italian Mafia 
Hot Nerd 


Book 132: 


Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 


Book 133: 


Book 134: 
Book 135: 
Book 136: 
Book 137: 
Book 138: 
Book 139: 
Book 140: 
Book 141: 


Mine 

Taken By The Thief 
Curves Ahead 

Her Mafia Valentine 
Doctor Valentine 

Maid For The Irish Mafia 
Winning Her Curves 
Dad’s Cartel Best Friend 
Dad’s Greek Mafia Friend 


Book 142: 


Book 143: 
Book 144: 


Lawyer’s Obsession 
Attending Her Curves 
Maid for the Russian Mafia 


Book 145: 


Book 146: 
Book 147: 
Book 148: 
Book 149: 
Book 150: 
Book 151: 
Book 152: 
Book 153: 
Book 154: 
Book 155: 
Book 156: 
Book 157: 
Book 158: 
Book 159: 
Book 160: 
Book 161: 
Book 162: 
Book 163: 
Book 164: 
Book 165: 


Priest 

Claimed By Dad’s Best Friend 
His Curvy Office Obsession 
Easter with Dad's Best Friend 
Veterinarian's Obsession 

Curves For Her Older Boss 

Mob Lawyer's Curves 

Maid For The Doctor Next Door 
Possessive Forest Ranger 

Nurse For The Russian Mafia 
Dad’s Fireman Friend 

Russian Mountain Man 
Possessive Italian Doctor 

Dad's EMT Best Friend 

Claimed By The Publisher 

Mr. CEO 

His Curvy Castaway Obsession 
Claiming His Reunion Obsession 
Claimed By Dad’s College Friend 
Dad’s Detective Best Friend 


Attending The Russian Mafia 


BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’d Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 
Book 3: Highlander Alpha 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Brooklyn Bratva 


British Bratva 


Book 3: 


Bratva Billionaire 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Bratva Babysitter 


Bratva Boss 


IRISH. WOLF SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Irish Wold Shifter Friend 
Book 2: Claimed By The Irish Wolf Shifter 
Book 3: Claimed By The Enemy 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Follow my Amazon Author page for more 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants 
and other series 


CLICK HERE >> Flora Ferrari Author Page 


